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	1. Prologue

**A/N: **Alrighty, Folks. Here's a fanfic I began working on yesterday after having this idea in my mind. As the fanfiction says, it is a Crossover between Zootopia and Rurouni Kenshin (Samurai X). And while this fanfic will be heavily based off of Samurai X: Trust and Betrayal, it will be a modern take on that film (to an extent). Hope you guys enjoy the fanfic ^^

* * *

><p><em><span><strong>Prologue<strong>_

Various species of the mammalian race wander about the train station in Zootopia, from the smallest of prey to the biggest of predators. Whether it be trying to depart from the city or coming to the city as an arrival, it did not matter, for the station was rather busy of late. One of those arrivals happened to be a red fox with some of his fur color matching long hair tied back with a black ponytail, with his medium-long length bangs, and then some, remaining on the front. On his left cheek was a tan colored, rectangular shaped bandage, covering whatever the vulpine had on his face. What the bandage covered, nobody knew but the fox himself.

The fox himself walks towards the escalator and walks onto the large sized metallic step (which seemed to be able to company larger animals such as bears, wolves, lions, etc), letting the escalator take him up to the upper floor where the exit was located. The vulpine's attire consisted of a black denim vest with a midnight gray long john shirt underneath (the sleeves being pulled up to his forearm muscles). Black leather fingerless gloves occupy his hand-paws, with holes on the knuckles portion of them. His cargo pants were of a green camouflage color, with the leg openings being tucked into his black boots. On the back of the vest bore several patches on the back, the top patch bearing the words 'Defilers', and bottom patch bearing 'Zootopia' on it. The middle patch, on the other hand, depicted a fox skull with two katana swords right behind the skull.

Speaking of katana swords, a medium length samurai katana was attached to the left side of his pants, the sheath being attached to the silver studded belt he wore. The design of the sheath was of a black color with a dark golden cord attached to the top part of the sheath. The blade portion of the sword was a good twenty-six inches in length, with the handle of the sword being about eight inches in length. The hilt of the sword is covered in a black cloth with diamond shaped holes on the sides extending from the bottom of the hilt to the ring-shaped heft.

After waiting a short period of time, the escalator manages to take some of the arrivals to the upper floor leading to the exit, including the fox. Examining the environment around him, he notices notices the various other animals inside along with the types of transportation many of them used. For instance, anthropomorphic hippos used the underwater passageways and stood on top of the high velocity fans underneath to dry themselves off (for the most part), or how those of the rodent families used colored tubes to transport themselves to their destination. Now moving his attention towards the front, he notices the exit along with a few other canine mammalians bearing similar clothing, with the exception of having any weapons on him, and holding up a sign bearing the name 'Matt Wilde'. Seeing this made the fox nod at the sight before walking towards the group holding the sign, embracing the few canine males who waited for him inside the station.

"It's been a while, Matt, how have you been?", one canine male greeted with a soft smile on his face, who was an arctic folf bearing traits similar to an arctic fox and an arctic wolf. He was taller than any fox that existed, being about five feet ten inches tall, yet shorter than most wolves that lived. Medium-long jet black hair can be seen on the male's head, which was long enough to touch the upper part of the top rocker patch on his vest. His eyes were that of a light brown color

"Likewise, JP", Matt Wilde, the red fox, replied while placing his hand-paws inside of his vest pockets. "How have things been in Zootopia while I was out on business in the mid-west?" he asked with a curious tone before beginning to walk out of the train station, heading outside to the parking lot area.

"Well, aside from me, Kris, and Felix here waiting for you for the past half hour, we're pretty much alive and running like usual", JP replied.

"But despite being glad to see you here, there's been some odd shit going on for the past couple days", Kris, a brown and white timber wolf, answered with his English accent while looking down at the fox with a pair of brown eyes while leading the group to the parking lot where their vehicles were located. The timber wolf was the tallest of the group, being about six feet three inches tall in height. Long, slightly darker brown hair occupied the wolf's head, which was long enough to touch the upper part of the skull and cross katana patch on his vest. Though what caught the attention of many was the fact he had a dark brown goatee on his chip and part of the upper lip, a trait that was uncommon amongst mammalians. If anyone were to compare the Kris with someone, he would be best compared with Kili.

"What do you mean?", Matt asked, cocking a slight brow not out of suspicion, but out of curiosity on what he meant behind their words. But before Kris could answer, Flynn, the white timber wolf grabs a hold of Matt's shoulder and causing the vulpine to turn and face him.

"Thor will explain everything once we get back to the club", Flynn replied, also bearing an English accent, before turning towards the parking lot up ahead. Flynn was the elder brother of Kris, not to mention being the same height as him. Unlike his brother, he bore dirty blonde hair along with his hair (for the most part) being brushed back. Parts of his hair were also braided while still brushed back as well. Like his brother, he bore some facial hair that many mammalians wouldn't usually bear, but was noticeably thicker than his brother's. Hell, his facial hair was thick enough to braid the mustache portion of his beard. If anybody would compare Flynn to anybody, he would be identical to Fili.

The group drew closer to the parking lot with each step, with Matt discovering they were not the only ones here to meet him. Then again, bearing identical vests with the same patches and whatnot usually meant there would be a big group of people waiting for you anyways. And just as expected from the small group, a bigger group of various predators (and a few large prey mammals) was roughly ten meters in front of them, on their bikes nonetheless, have been waiting for the small group to return, for Matt to return. While many mammalians there were of unique builds, one mammal stood out the most from the larger group. That mammal was none other than the Defiler MC president, Thor.

Thor was a timber wolf like his nephews, Flynn and Kris, but bore the fur colors of gray and white. His long, wavy black hair was brushed back, and his black beard trimmed down to the same size as Flynn's facial hair. Unlike where Flynn and Kris' eyes were of a brown color, his eyes were of an icy blue color, and they were gazing towards the direction of where Matt and the others were located. If any would compare him to anybody, he would be best compared with Thorin Oakenshield. The old wolf stands up from the seat of his bike and walks towards the others, his height being about six feet six inches tall, and places a gloved hand-paw onto Matt's shoulder before grinning softly.

"At long last, Matt Wilde. Welcome home", Thor greeted, bearing an English accent in his voice.

"Likewise, Thor", Matt replied before the Defilers president turns to one of the members and moves his head towards him. "I've also heard something's been going down recently. Mind telling me what's going on?" the vulpine asked, with Thor turning to face him upon hearing his question.

"I'll tell you everything once we get back to the club", Thor answered.

Shortly afterwards, one of the Defilers bikers, a large tiger to be precise, walks towards the group of canines with a Fox sized Hexer model Motorcycle before gently setting the vehicle down in front of the fox. Matt looks up to the male and nods at the tiger with a thankful gesture, walking to his bike and taking a seat on the leather padded seat. The other canines head to their respective bikes right after Matt had got onto his, all turning their bikes on with a turn of the key. Matt was thankful his was already provided with a key in the vehicle, allowing him to turn his bike on and making the engine roar as loudly as the others. Thor is the first to begin driving out of the parking lot, followed by Flynn, Kris, JP, Matt, then the rest of the bikers who tagged along. But as they began driving, they were stopped by a red light at the street needed to turn to get to the highway. The vulpine notices the two massively sized screens attached to the sky scrapers turning on at the new hour, and for him, it wasn't pleasant.

The two screens turned on to reveal Zootopia's pop singer, Gazelle, who interestingly enough was a Thompson Gazelle species and was most likely where her name had come from. Her fur colors were a mix of tan and gold, with some hints of brown and black here and there. Her dressed consisted of a glittery red top and a feather red skirt. Her blonde, wavy hair was facing the right side of her face, covering her right eye thanks to the angle her head was facing. And with her appearing on the huge screens, that meant only one thing….

"I'm Gazelle, Welcome to Zootopia", Gazelle greeted on the huge screens, only for Matt to raise his left arm and stick his middle finger right at the image of the pop star. Right as he flipped the screens depicting Gazelle off, the light coincidentally turns green and enables he and the other bikers to continue with their journey back to the club.

They soon reach the highway that would lead them directly to Sahara Square, Sahara Square Freeway. Taking a right on the highway, the Defilers MC began driving around the various lanes on the road, passing each car rather quickly thanks to there not being as many during this particular hour. Matt began to look around the city of Zootopia to help get him reacquainted with the city along with the roads. Reaching the exit needed to get off the highway practically took little to no time at all, ten minutes meaning nothing to the bikers thanks to driving at high speeds than the speed limit. Turning right on the exit and then left on the main road, they continue to drive about the city at a slower speed, yet fast enough to try and get to the club as quick as possible.

It was when they arrived to the Sahara Square District when Matt began to see missing signs on the signal light poles and on the windows of numerous shops and office buildings. Whatever it was that was going on, it must've been some serious shit. They arrive to another designated signal light and take a right on the street, with Matt noticing a female bunny in a police officer uniform and a casually dressed red fox having some sort of conversation. What was odd was the baby stroller the fox had with him, and why it was booted it the first place. But despite briefly seeing what was going on, along with some thoughts of familiarity regarding the two coursing his mind, he shrugs them off before refocusing his sights on the road. Taking one more left after passing four more signal lights. And there it was, the Defilers Motorcycle club, a four story bar located across the street from a corner store.

The bikers turn to the parking lot behind the bar and start parking their bikes on their designated spots, which the spots were based upon rank to rank. Thor was the first to walk towards the club, unlocking the door for the others before stepping foot inside of the bar. Everyone else happened to follow suit right after Thor had entered, Matt being the last person to enter since he was looking at the missing signs from numerous persons all over the area. And when he got in, he began to look upon the familiar sights of the bar.

The interior bar was pretty much the same as any other bar across the entire country, yet with a few minor exceptions. One of the obvious ones was the fact the bar had three extra floors to the place, which was rather convenient for some of the members of the Defilers since it was literally home to them. Another obvious trait this bar had was the fact it bore a fenced up stage, a stripper pole along with a set of instruments placed on the far right corner of the stage. The other floors bore different themes to them, such as gaming, shooting range, and so forth. But now was not the time to get reacquainted with the place. No, the fox's eyes were gazing towards the Defilers MC President, Thor himself, who was taking a seat at the bar area where the others were gathering around at. Matt walks over to the bar and takes a seat on the couch near the bar, sitting next to JP and Kris with his arms crossed.

"Gather around, brothers! Gather around", Thor yelled with a calm fashion, using his tone to get the attention of the other bikers. "One of our fellow brothers has returned to Zootopia after handling Business with the Defilers in the Mid-west chapters. Please give a warm welcome back wish to Matt Wilde!" he roared cheerfully, the other brothers howling, roaring, whistling, and even crying out Matt's name. The fox couldn't help but chuckle lightly at this and raises his right hand-paw up, moving it up and down slowly as if to get them to settle down.

"Guys, its great seeing you again in all. But I believe there are other matters we are in need to discuss", Matt said, wanting to change the subject towards the missing persons signs he had been seeing throughout the drive to the club. "For instance, I noticed there have been a large number of missing mammal signs throughout the entire city. Can you tell me what's been going on?" he asked, wanting either Thor or someone who knows of the situation. And although his fellow brothers wanted to celebrate his return, they understood the need to discuss the matter. Now everyone's attention, including Matt's, shift towards the Zootopia Chapter President at the bar.

"I was about to get to that, Matt", Thor replied, turning to face the rest of his fellow biker brethren inside the bar. "Recently, there have been a growing number of missing persons cases surrounding some of the citizens of Zootopia, specifically towards the predators themselves", the chapter president claimed, causing quiet chatter amongst the other members of the club. That had actually, genuinely grabbed the fox's attention right off the bat, cocking a curious brow towards the chapter president in response to hearing the type of people that were going missing.

"Wait a sec!" Matt calmly exclaimed, standing up from his seat and walking towards the old wolf at the bar. "You're telling me the predators are the one's going missing?" he asked, placing his hand-paws inside the vest pockets. He was genuinely interested in hearing this, and he wanted to know more on the matter.

"That's correct, Wilde", Thor answered. "As for the reason why only the predators are going missing, or what's become of them, I do not know", the wolf added, turning away from Matt and begins to pace slowly towards the end of the bar. "However...", he started, turning around and pacing towards the other side of the bar. "But all I know of at this time is they're starting to disappear almost rapidly, and something must be done to deal with the matter".

"Thor, is it possible someone in the city might be having a nasty agenda towards predators in general?" A random biker asked, who's species was a silver fox.

"Perhaps…." Thor answered calmly. "But let us not jump into conclusions on the matter though, not until we gather enough information on whatever's going on exactly", the wolf added, turning his body towards his brethren and looking at all of them straight in the eye. "But I will say this, however. I do not intend on having us predators becoming missing, nor for anything to happen to our fellow prey brethren who are with us", the president said with a reassuring tone. But before the chatter could progress, a black jaguar raises his hand-paw up and begins to approach the chapter president. Thor notices this and turns to face him. "Kyle Manchas, what do you need?"

"Thor, my younger brother, Renato, told me something similar to the missing predator's case last night over the phone, and I think this relates to what we're talking about", Kyle began, grabbing everyone else's attention, including Matt's. "He told me he was taking Mr. Otterton to go speak with his boss, Mr. Big about something Emmitt discovered", the jaguar explained. "I can't exactly recall what else had happened, since my brother was rather panicked about something relating to that night", he recalled, with the chapter president approaching the jaguar rather curiously.

"What are you talking about?" Thor asked, the eyes of everyone inside the bar gazing towards Kyle with curious interest.

"As I said, I can't exactly recall what else he told me that happened on that particular night", Kyle replied, placing his hand-paws inside of his vest pockets before letting out a calm sigh. "However, I do recall him mentioning something about 'Night Howlers' or something like that", he added. And right as soon as night howlers were mentioned, Matt's eyes widened with a strong sense of surprised. But this wasn't an ordinary sense of surprise, but a familiar sense of it. However, he needed to be sure if all of this information was accurate. He needed some time to think. With this in mind, the fox walks towards the set of stairs nearby, only for Thor to spot him upon seeing him.

"Matt, where are you going?" Thor asked with a tone that bore a mixture of seriousness and curiosity in it. The vulpine turns his head towards the chapter president's direction before beginning to speak.

"I need some time to think to myself, get settled if I may", Matt answered. Although Thor preferred for him to stay, he nods towards the vulpine and grants him that request, albeit reluctantly.

"Alright, you may go ahead and get settled as you wish", Thor replied, with the fox giving him a thankful nod in return. He walks upstairs and heads into the computer room, shutting the door behind him and walking towards the ICarrot computer. He presses the power button on the back of it and walks towards the mirror, which was attached to the wall adjacent to the wall where the computer was stationed.

Seeing the reflection of his own face, particularly the bandage on his right cheek, reminded him of everything he's went though. Using his right hand-paw to grab a hold of the bandage, the fox slowly removes the bandage off of his face to avoid accidentally removing too much fur off of his left cheek. Though regardless of his efforts, a few strands of his fur was ripped off from the sticky bandage being on his cheek. He throws the bandage into the trash bin and turns to face the mirror once more.

On his left cheek, a cross shaped scar can be seen, the very scar that the bandage hid from the public eye. Tracing his right index finger over the scar gently, past memories began to resurface from the back of his mind. The fox turns his attention back to the ICarrot computer and walks towards the machine, removing his samurai katana from his belt and placing it on the desk next to him. He logs onto the computer and takes a seat on the provided chair, pulling up a new libreoffice writer document and began to type up some words into the document.

"_It is said that __everybody's story begins __once you have been brought to this earth._ _And although I was born in the City of Zootopia, it wasn't where my story began, for mine bega__n__ when __I was only a child, the point in which __my life took an unexpected turn_

_My name is Matt Wilde… and this is my story…._"


	2. The Tragedy that Started it All

_**The Tragedy that Started it all**_

_**June 7th, 2001**_

The countryside was rather quiet, as there isn't many people driving on the road through the heat wave. Spring was coming to a close, and Summer was just around the corner. And the only sounds that were being made in the countryside a few hours away from Zootopia was nothing but the rustling of the leaves, the quiet howls of the wind, and nothing more. Though within a matter of minutes, that began to change, for a blue 2001 Hounda Civic Si was driving through the open road at a rather fast speed.

The occupants inside the car were two foxes, a mother and her kit to be precise. But one thing was certain: the mother inside the car was **NOT** in a very good mood right now, especially towards her kit. Roughly about two weeks ago, she had received a call regarding the amount of trouble he had gotten into that day. Since then, arrangements were made and the two had left Zootopia a few hours earlier to take care of some business.

The vixen herself was roughly within her mid to late forties, yet bore the appearance to that of someone in their late twenties to early thirties. Her green eyes that were usually peaceful were lit up with a fiery rage, yet was able to remain calm. Her clothes consisted of a purple T-shirt, a pair of khaki pants, and a pair of brown heels, with holes crafted on the toe area to help give the shoes a unique design.

As for the male kit, however, he was about the age of nine, with the appearance matching the same age. His green eyes were usually lit with excitement, but in this situation, the fires were not lit in them. In fact, they were staring blankly towards his own feet paws, which were covered in a pair of black and white Chuck Taylor's. The clothes he wore consisted of a dark gray tank top with a white fox head design on the chest area, along with a pair of sanded blue jeans with holes on the knee area. The small kit lets out a soft sigh before looking towards his mother with a soft, genuinely saddened expression on his face.

"Sorry…." the young kit said softly towards his mother before turning away from his mother. The vixen lets out a heavy sigh from her muzzle.

"Matt…. I don't wanna hear another word out of you", the motherly vixen replied calmly, yet with a firmly angry tone in her voice. She wasn't expecting to take her son out to the countryside for a camping trip. But its not the usual camping trip, however, but one that a family is required to attend after their child had gotten into a certain amount of trouble somewhere. Speaking of getting into trouble, though… "I wished you could've avoided getting into trouble on the last day of school, Matt. We could've been on the west coast visiting our relatives, but no! Now I'm having to cancel the trip and attend an outdoor correctional program because of YOU!" she growled before slamming her right fist on the steering wheel, the kit flinching, shutting his eyes, and even whimper next to his mother in response.

"Sorry…." Matt apologized for a second time, a couple tears beginning to stream down his face and a couple sobs escaping his small muzzle. The mother manages to pull up at a red light and turns to her son, letting out a soft sigh before placing her right hand-paw onto her son's left shoulder.

"Look, I know you feel bad about what you've done, but I wish you could've handled things differently", The vixen said softly, not out of anger, but with a calm tone. "I just wish things could've turned out differently, ya know", she added following a soft sigh, recalling the events that lead up to this point.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Last week, May 30th, 2001<strong>_

_The last day of school was usually the day that would lighten the hearts of all students, whether its from the last day of preschool to the last day of their senior year in high school. Though that wasn't the case for Zootopia Elementary school, particularly those in the third and fourth grade classes. Around lunch time, Matt and several other third and fourth grade students have gotten into a serious fight in the middle of the cafeteria. A few teeth were knocked out, several cuts and bruises were laid upon, and one mammal was stabbed on the leg with a switch blade knife one of the fourth graders had brought with them. However, one of the students was able to knock the fourth grader out our of pure adrenaline. And that student was none other than Matt Wilde. While he suffered a few cuts on the arm as a result from being slashed from the knife, that was one of the prices he had to pay in order to stop him from potentially killing somebody. Although suffering a few injuries was the price to pay, that wasn't the only price he had to pay…_

_Now he, along with most of the other students were sitting inside the office waiting to talk with the Principal of the school, one of the students having been sent to the hospital after being stabbed on the leg, and the fourth grader having been arrested for possession of a weapon on school grounds. However, explaining the situation was no easy matter, for the principal had began scolding them about how wrong it was to fight on school grounds. And to make matters words, the principal phoned the parents of the students involved and informed them to meet in his office right away. And holy hell was one hectic meeting about to unfold._

_Within a matter of ten to fifteen minutes, the parents (single or not) arrive to the school and met with the principal's office to discuss everything that had happened. The students involved tried to explain to their parents what had transpired, but the parents were too infuriated to listen to what they had said. After all, this was a rather shocking event to transpire on the last day of school, almost to the point where the parents couldn't comprehend all of it at once._

_The meeting lasted for a couple of hours, most of it having being nothing but arguing amongst who had started the whole mess, how their kids were good and who was expected to apologize. Fortunately, the students were given a chance to explain everything that had happened during lunch hour, deciding to let them explain from their point of view on what had happened. Many other students were called into the office after they had explained what had happened, deciding it was time to hear the eyewitness accounts and hear what they had to say about it. The students arrive and they began to explain from their point of view on what had happened, from the cause of the fight, to the end of it with Matt knocking out the fourth grader who brought the knife to school. After explaining their case, the witnesses were dismissed and allowed to return to their class._

_Now it came to the conclusion to what the punishment must come for the students: all of them must be required to spend half of their summer vacation a correctional boot camp site located about three hours away from the city. Man, if you were at the meeting, you could see the eyes of the students getting as large as medium sized kick balls due to the amount of shock they received after hearing this. All of the parents of the students have left the building for the remainder of the day, all except for Matt Wilde and his mother, since the principal had asked them to remain in the room to discuss the matter further._

"_Alright, Karen, I asked you and your son to remain here, since I want to discuss further details regarding your son's punishment", the Principal said calmly towards the motherly vixen._

"_What do you mean?" Karen asked as calmly as she could, already having been stressed out enough after everything that had transpired._

"_After hearing much of the students' explanations and witness accounts, I've decided to cut the amount of time he would be required to stay at the camp in half", the principal replied, with Matt looking up towards him with a surprised look on his face. Not one of horror, however, but one that was out of relief. _

"_Well that's good to know, at least", Karen replied calmly, despite the angered look she bore on her face. And although she was genuinely relieved to hear this, she still wasn't happy about the whole ordeal. She turns to face her son with her arms crossed, her glare being as stern as a martial arts master. "But that does not excuse the fact that you got into got into a fight with the others. And you're in for a world of trouble when we get home, Matt!" the vixen added sternly, her son winching and whimpering upon hearing her tone. She raises her right index finger and pointing it towards her son. "Do I make myself clear?"_

"_Yes, Mom", Matt replied quickly, picking up his backpack and placing it over the shoulders. The principal dismisses the Wilde family from the office so they can continue with their day._

_Speaking of their day, how eventful did that get. Upon arriving home, Karen practically got onto her son a lot more verbal than she normally would. From there on, he was told he had to clean up the house and was restricted from playing any games until after he served his time at the camp. And the day where he would start came a lot sooner than the kit wanted…_

* * *

><p><em><strong>June 7th, 2001<strong>_

Alas, the day to head for the camp has finally come, having felt late in the afternoon after unexpectedly having overslept. And after a few quick hours of driving to the location (fortunately with very little traffic on the way), the family arrives to the camp and seeks out some potential locations to part at, settling at the middle lot after discovering the front lots being occupied. Karen kills the ignition to the car and pulls the keys out of the slot, stepping out of the car with Matt following suit.

"C'mon, Matt. The sooner we get to orientation, the better", The motherly vixen grumbled, not wanting either one of them attending orientation for the correctional boot camp. But unfortunately, fate had chosen otherwise. Karen grabs a hold of her son's hand-paw and walks towards the orientation meeting as quickly as she could in order to avoid being late. But one thing for sure was they weren't the only ones trying to get inside quickly, lines already getting packed by the second. Man, this is gonna be one hell of an evening for the two…

* * *

><p><strong><em>Hiten Mitsurugi Dojo, roughly four hours later<em>**

The moonlight shines upon the Hiten Mitsurugi Dojo, which was located about half-an-hour away from the Correctional Boot Camp on foot. The moon's reflection can be seen on the small lake along with some of the wet rocks near the lake. Nothing but the cricking of crickets, the nightly crowing of the crows, and the peaceful howls of the wind blowing through with tranquility. And in this peaceful environment, a lone wolf sits upon the sitting stone with a stone bottle of saki next to him, and a small cup in his hand-paw. Taking a sip of the cup as he did, the saki travels directly into his stomach before he looks up towards the moonlight.

The wolf fur was of a snow white color, and bore a physique that was phenomenally developed, one that wolves didn't usually bear. His hair is jet black and long, and most of it was kept in a pony tail, his eyes also bearing a color almost identical to the color of his hair. The attire he wore consists of a set of black cargo pants with European styled combat boots, and a blue, short sleeved, Japanese styled kimono shirt. Attached to the left side of his pants was a fairly long katana, with the heft and sheath of the sword being made of wood and bearing no hilt whatsoever. Lastly, a floor length, red and white cloak is worn over the blue shirt. The red and white cloak served as an heirloom of the Hiten Mitsurugi Ryu, serving the bearer by maintaining his or her strength during peace time. But tonight, the look the wolf wore on his face says otherwise.

"The moon peers down upon a diseased world", the wolf thought in his mind, standing up from the sitting stone and grabbing the bottle of saki by the rope attached to it. He walks along the designated path inside the dark forest and follows the moonlight at the end of the pathway. His look remained unchanged, the seriousness of his eyes gazing towards the path that lies ahead of him. The darkness of the forest vanished once he was out in the moonlight, using the light as a guide to follow along the path. "There is no cure for the disease. An entire race walks mindlessly into its destruction. Not even a mammal of colossal power would be able to prevent the inevitable", the lupine continues his train of though, moving towards the direction where the Correctional Camp site was coincidentally located. With his right hand-paw gripping the hilt of his long katana, he continues to walk along the path with caution.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Upon the Correctional Campsite….<strong>_

Getting into the Correctional Boot Camp Orientation meeting wasn't an easy job for many families, especially for the Wilde family themselves. The lines were rather hectic to say the least, with the workers being inefficient with trying to get them inside for orientation. Hell, many of the families were even debating if whether or not waiting in line to get to the site was even worth it because of such a monstrous line. However, despite the impatience many of them had built over the past few hours, all of them remained in line until they were all registered to enter the camping grounds. Now it was time to attend the meeting, a meeting in which should've began hours ago.

All the families having required to have their children attend to the Correctional Boot Camp were preparing to get seated, their eyes gazing towards the stage right in front of them. Unlike the registration workers at the front, at least the mammalians on stage were completely prepared ahead of time. Or was it perhaps they were needing to finish making the preparations at the last minute and the registration workers deliberately stalled for time? Who knows. But either way, they were completely prepared to give out the orientation once everyone's been seated. Fortunately, the large outdoor lights were turned on brightly to provide enough light for the mammalians to see.

On stage, a dozen predatory mammalians were standing in front of a crowd of roughly about two hundred mammals before them, most of them predator and a few being large prey. One thing the mammals on stage had in common were the military uniforms they wore, all consisting in various shades and tints of green, the only thing that wasn't green were the shoes they wore, which the combat boots were made of a black, shiny leather of sort. What kind of leather, nobody knew. However, now was not the time for such a question, as a well built orange Siberian tiger walks towards the microphone stand and clears his throat, the noise echoing loudly through the provided Marshall speakers behind the mammals on stage.

"Good evening, ladies and gents! We apologize for the unexpected delays of trying to get everything together. We were not notified quick enough about the date in which the orientation was to be held", the tiger greeted, a slight hint of a Russian accent apparent in his voice. He places his hand-paws behind his back and looks upon the large crowd in front of the stage. "But despite the delays of the orientation, allow me to introduce myself. My name is Johan Rascalov, and I am the Commanding Sergeant who's running this facility, and for those attending this program, it is in your best interest to become acquainted with my name", the male added, the audience looking directly at the male with mixed emotions on their face, whether it be calm, curious, or even frightened. "Now then, before we begin, is there any questions any of you would like to-" the feline began, only to be cut off when the field lights suddenly shut off unexpectedly. Many parents and children were beginning to panic because of the unexpected outage. But one of the predator privates, a German Shepherd, walks towards the audience with a megaphone in hand. Pressing the trigger with his right index finger, the German Shepherd raises the megaphone towards his mouth.

"Everyone please remain calm!" The German Shepherd Private exclaimed calmly through the megaphone as an attempt to calm the newly frightened audience down as much as possible. "Some of our officers are about to check the generators to find out the cause as we speak!" he exclaimed again with a reassuring tone before he turns to face towards three other predators, a lion, a wolf, and an arctic fox respectively. He moves his left hand towards the direction where the generators were located. The three nod towards the male and pull out their flashlights attached to their belts, where they immediately rush towards the generators with haste. But what the trio was about to find out would be enough to cause panic amongst the mammalians.

About a minute after rushing towards the generators, which were located at a two story building about a hundred meters away from where the stage was located. They Make a left turn behind the building and point their flash lights towards the generators. Their discovery would lead to the real cause of the generators' sudden outage. They discover the generators themselves weren't tampered with, but the power lines attached to the them have been cut… and rather cleanly at that. The arctic fox grabs a hold of the radio and presses the button to it, while the lion and wolf grab a hold of their 9mm Glock pistols, aiming them towards the fields and woods around them.

"Commander, the power lines were cut!" the arctic fox exclaimed towards the speaker, suddenly turning to face the other predators, seeing them aiming their weapons at various directions in a mild state of panic. "Someone must've-" that was all he could say before feeling something sharp pierce right through his neck, his eyes lowering towards the object that pierced his neck. Alas, the blade that appeared to belong to a katana was what stabbed right through his neck, and was the last thing he saw before the blade suddenly slashes upward, hacking his skull in two and emptying the bloody contents inside. The other two predators turn to face the perpetrator behind the sudden attack, only for the two to suffer a similar fate as their comrade. The lion was decapitated by another swordsman while the wolf was vertically sliced in two by a third assailant. And when the two bodies collapse onto the ground, its bloody contents spraying about like a fountain, the radio began to make static noises and the recipient on the other line began to speak.

"Leon, Richard, Johnny! What's going on? What the hell happened?!" Johan exclaimed on the other line, the assailants grinning towards the radio on the ground before disappearing in the darkness of night. On stage, the Tiger's eyes widen slightly upon losing contact with his men before turning towards the audience. "Everyone, remain calm and please evacuate the premises in an orderly fashion!" the commanding sergeant ordered, with everybody beginning to rush out of the camping site and towards the exit, including Matt and Karen Wilde. But as some of them reached it, their bodies were suddenly hacked by the blades of numerous assailants. This caused everyone to turn around and flee from the scene as fast as they could. Johan immediately noticed this and turns towards his fellow predators. "We have intruders on the scene! We must protect the other mammals from the assailants!" he exclaimed before turning to face the exit and rushing towards it, the other predatory corporals and officers following suit. But as they drew close, half of the corporals and officers were suddenly butchered by the blades of the katana bearing assassins.

While the commanding sergeant and the corporals and officers engaged in battle against some of the assailants, many of the attendees began to rush around the registration venues to try and find alternate pathways to get to their vehicles. Unfortunately for them, despite their best efforts to avoid the assailants, many were sliced, diced, and brutally murdered by the hands of the assassins who had come out of nowhere. Nobody expected a tragedy like this to happen, not even the Wildes. How could've anyone expected this to happen. Just as Karen and Matt were able to spot an opening, a random assassin, a brown, black, and white furred timber wolf dressed entirely in black and red, suddenly appears out of nowhere and prepared to strike the two. But instead of being hacked by his blade, however, a 9mm bullet pierces through the left side of his skull, causing the assassin to drop dead onto the ground. The two foxes turn to face the direction where the bullet had come from, discovering it was one of the officers from the stage, a brown and white husky, that took care of the job.

"Thank you!" Karen exclaimed graciously towards the husky, grabbing her son's hand-paw and running towards the parking lot as fast as she could. Unbeknownst to her, Matt had grabbed a hold of the heft of the dead wolf's sword and took the blade with him, just in case….

"Don't worry about it, ma'am! Get your kit out of here before-" the officer was about to finish before getting stabbed right through the stomach region, the assailant turning the sharp end of the blade upward and pulling the sword up quickly. The husky's bloody contents suddenly spray out of his body like a fire hose shooting out water rapidly, painting the grassy soils a crimson red.

Luckily for the family, Karen and Matt manage to make it to the parking lot without any further interference from the assailants. Despite them making it to the lot, however, they were greeted with a handful of other survivors who were trying to escape in their vehicles. However, there was one major problem that all of the survivors have in common….

"Dammit! Those bastards cut the engines to all of our cars!" One male, a Thompson's Gazelle shouted with a panicked tone of voice, his kids whimpering in a similar tone while trying to hide within the safety of their car. However, the Gazelle quickly grabs a hold of his kids and begins sprinting towards the road. "We gotta hightail outta here, kids!" he shouted, sprinting closer towards the road with each step he made, his kids quickly following suit. "We have to get-" unfortunately, he wasn't able to finish what he was saying thanks to another assassin beheading the father right in front of his own kids. Their kids began to scream in horror, but they didn't last as they, too, were butchered by the same assassin.

Shortly after the assassin dispatched the Gazelle family, he was soon joined by several more assassins, all marching towards the remaining survivors at a decent pace. They weren't in a rush to kill them. No, they were taking their sweet time trying to get to the remaining survivors. Somebody had to do something quickly if they were gonna make it out of this alive. And the only person who was willing to fight back was none other than Matt Wilde, taking a few steps forward and raising the sword he picked up. With a loud roar, he began rushing towards him, only to be pulled back by three pairs of hand-paws and accidentally cause the kit to drop the sword onto the concrete lot. His mother and one other female, a raccoon dog, shielded the kit from the approaching assassins, while a third and final surviving adult, another raccoon dog, had approached the assassins as an attempt to plead with them.

"Please, don't hurt him! AH!" The female raccoon dog screamed in horror right after she was brutally sliced diagonally by one of the assailants. The second raccoon dog immediately stands up and rushes towards the other, freshly killed raccoon dog, leaving Karen to shield her own son from the approaching assassins, her right hand-paw being placed behind her son's head.

"Sister no! AH!" The second sister screamed in horror right as she was suddenly stabbed right through the chest area, with the assassin twisting the sword upward and pulling it in the same direction, with Karen and her son watching in horror upon witnessing what had transpired. Blood began to splatter from the second raccoon dog's newly deceased body and towards their direction, with Karen leaning forward and covering her son from the upcoming blood splatter. She was able to keep the blood from hitting her son by shielding him with her back. Tears were now streaming down her face, and she knew the inevitable was about to happen, and she's accepted that fact. But she couldn't let that same fate that befallen on the others happen to her son. No, she must do something about this quickly. She choked back a few sobs before closing her eyes, leaning forward and giving her son a kiss on the forehead, reopening her eyes right after she kissed his forehead.

"Matt! Matt, you must listen to me! Your life hasn't been set to stone yet, you must live!", Karen exclaimed, choking back another sob before gently planting a second kiss on his forehead, hearing the sobs coming from her own son. "Listen to me, son! Our fates have already been set tonight, but you must survive to honor those who died", she exclaimed, right before she felt one of the assassins, a silver fox, pulling on the back of her hair, a loud scream escaping her muzzle. "Run! Save yourself!" she exclaimed, right before the assassin holding the vixen pierced his blade right through her neck, Matt's eyes widening in horror upon witnessing the assassin stabbing her neck with a katana. Slowly, the silver fox pulls his blade out and drops the nearly deceased vixen on the ground. But the vixen's will to live prevented her death, her final words beginning to escape her muzzle in rasping, dying breaths. "Please, my son…. Live for me… please…. Never give up…."

"Silence, you wench!" The silver fox growled aggressively before striking the vixen down by piercing his blade through her skull, killing her in an instant. Matt was outright shocked, no, terrified of what he had just witnessed. His mother, the only parent who had raised her after his father left the family when he was younger, was now lying dead in a pool of her blood. And unless he found a way out of this mess, he was next. His eyes gaze towards the assassin who had killed his mother and notices him raising his blade for the next kill. But right as the older vulpine was about to go for the kill, the cries of his fellow assassins ceased his actions, causing him to turn around and notice most of them getting eliminated with one swing of a swordsman's blade, the blood of his comrades splattering across the parking lot. And his eyes widen upon who it was who killed his comrades.

The mammal who had killed the assailants was an arctic wolf, whose fur was of a snow white color. But if anything was intimidating, it was definitely the phenomenally developed physique he bore, one that wolves didn't usually have. His hair is jet black and long, and most of it was kept in a pony tail, his stern eyes also bearing a color almost identical to the color of his hair. The attire he wore consisted of black cargo pants, European styled combat boots, and a blue, short sleeved, Japanese styled shirt. Attached to the left side of his pants was a fairly long katana, with the heft and sheath of the sword being made of wood and bearing no hilt whatsoever. Lastly, a floor length, red and white cloak is worn over the blue shirt. And despite the intimidating image of the arctic wolf, the silver fox raises his sword in preparation for battle.

"Who are you?!" the silver fox growled, clutching on the hilt of the blade tightly with his hand-paws.

"You won't be alive long enough to remember my name", the arctic wolf answered with a calm tone of voice. The silver fox rushed towards the wolf with great speed, but his life was suddenly taken with several horizontal and diagonal slashes, his body literally being hacked to several pieces in a fraction of a second. Despite the bloody contents spraying across the concrete lot, Matt's eyes were not focused towards the remains of his mother's killer. No, his eyes were focused on the mysterious wolf who had slaughtered the assassin. And one question was forming inside of his head….

"How could he hack somebody within a mere fraction of a second?" Matt thought in his mind, his eyes as wide as they could possibly get. The wolf, on the other hand, raises his blade and grabs a hold of the white cloth of his robe, using it to clean the blood off of the blade he bore in his possession.

"I do not know why I have been by this place. Be glad I did", The arctic wolf said to the kit with a rather calm tone, cleaning the blade with one swipe before placing the sword back in its wooden sheath. "You may hate these murderers, but that will not bring your mother back", he continued before beginning to walk towards the kit, passing by him within a mere few seconds. "Let your survival be your family's memorial", the wolf finished, turning his head to the left and looks back at the kit a few feet behind him. He turns towards the front and continues walking along the path he had taken. "Death no longer terrifies mammalian kind. The smell of blood is as common as the smell of white plums. So, he creates savagery and slavery, which surpass the horror of dying. These could only be fought with more bloodshed… and the cycle never ends", the wolf concluded in his mind before entering another path in the dark forest, using its pathway to lead him to a local town and into the darkness of night.

* * *

><p><em><strong>The next day, sunset<strong>_

The evening has come rather quickly for the wolf, and was unsure of what came of the vulpine kit he had saved earlier. He did not see him in the small town he had went to last night, concluding to the possibility he may have committed suicide. He was now walking back towards the camp site where the horrific bloodshed had taken place. With a bottle of saki being carried by a rope with his left hand-paw, the arctic wolf walks through the same pathway he took last night to get to the said town. Thoughts began to course his mind, and his expression remaining as calm as it has been last night.

"My sword is guided by the name of Hiten Mitsurugi, yet when all is said, a sword is nothing but a tool of destruction, not salvation", the wolf thought within his mind, walking past the signs leading to the Correctional Boot Camp Site. "The only way I can maintain the sanity of the Mammalian race is to bury its victims", the male concluded before arriving upon the concrete parking lot, all of the cars remaining at the location since their arrival here, But as he walked towards the field where the stage was once set, what he saw next surprised him greatly, much to the point where his eyes widen somewhat.

On the massive field before him, roughly two hundred crosses were placed in twenty neat rows of ten. However, in the far left, middle, and far right rows, those ones bore nine graves on each one. The last three graves bore the best rocks that were available in the area, stacked neatly next to one another in front of the rest of the graves. Telling be these graves, these three must've been of higher significance than the rest of the graves. But that wasn't the only thing he discovered. No. Not only did the wolf see this, but he also noticed the vulpine kit from yesterday standing in front of the stone graves. One thing that the wolf's expression bore on his face was calm, genuine surprise. With his eyes set towards the sight, the wolf began walking towards the kit standing in front of the stone graves.

"You made graves for your family and the others, victim and murderer alike?" the wolf asked with a calm tone of voice.

"Most of these mammals didn't deserve to die..." Matt spoke with a slight whimper in his voice. "Everybody was here for orientation regarding the Correctional Boot Camp…. But none of that matters anymore…", he added, choking back a sob before taking a few deep breaths. "Last night, everyone who died stopped being attendees and murderers. They were all victims…."

"And these stones?" The wolf asked.

"The grave in the middle is for my mother, Karen..." Matt answered as calmly as he could, despite bearing a whimper in his tone. "The other two are for the raccoon sisters, both of which I do not know… but despite that, they protected me like I was their own", the fox kit explained, a couple tears streaming down his face as he continued to speak. "I'm only just a kit, but I feel I should've done something to protect them… and now they're gone..." the vulpine kept talking, tilting his head up and looking towards the darkening sky. "I have to live for them, because they died for me. I wanted their graves to be beautiful, but all I was able to find were these horrible stones, but its the best I can do", the kit added before choking back a sob, the wolf slowly approaching the three graves and lifting the bottle of saki upward. "I wish I had flowers to give them… they all deserve flowers..." the fox finished, the wolf twisting the cap of the bottle and pulling it off, raising the bottle of saki over the graves and begins pouring the liquid onto the first grave on the left.

"No one should reach paradise in the afterlife without the taste of good saki", the wolf claimed, moving the bottle to the middle grave and pouring saki onto it. He moves the bottle to the third and final stone grave and began pouring a similar portion of the alcoholic liquid onto the grave. "This is my tribute to them", he finished, the fox's eyes widening slightly with surprise before turning to face the lupine next to him.

"Thank you, uh..."

"Seijuro Hiko", The wolf, Hiko, introduced himself before turning his attention towards the kit before him. "Tell me, do you have any other relatives who can care for you?" he asked with the same expression on his face, yet bore a curious tone in his voice.

"I would..." Matt answered before tilting his head down and looking upon the grassy soil before him. "I have no way of contacting either one of my brothers, Nick or Terrance… since my mom's phone died while we were in the registration line..." he explained, whimpering softly and choking back a few sobs. Hiko lets out a calm sigh before gently placing his right hand-paw onto his shoulder.

"Listen, you were unable to save the lives of your mother or of the other two women who protected you last night. Now your inner self is latent within their memories. Your small hand-paws can attest to the weight of their lifeless bodies", Hiko began. "However, you will learn that their memories are heavier, and carrying them will make you stronger. This new strength will be your defense and aid you in the protection of that in which is important. But this can only happen if you are properly trained", the wolf finished, a series of thoughts beginning to form inside the young kit's mind.

"Properly… trained? What do you mean?" Matt asked, now curious on what the wolf meant by his words. But what the wolf was about to say would answer his thoughts.

"Yes, I shall teach you the ways of the Hiten Mitsurugi style, and it is important to remember the name of your new master", Hiko replied. "Tell me your name".

"Matt…. Matt Wilde", Matt answered, using his right arm to dry his tear-stained face. The wolf closes his eyes for a moment before reopening them, a soft smile forming on his face.

"I have found a pupil", Hiko replied with a calm tone, retaining the soft smile on his muzzle as he looks towards Matt. "Consider yourself fortunate, Matt", the wolf finished, turning to face the setting sun as the kit did the same. And one thing the kit now had was the one thing his green eyes glistened with: hope.


	3. John Bellwether

_**John Bellweather**_

The sound of crickets and the howls of the wind dominate the night, with everybody sleeping peacefully within the tranquility of their homes. However, that wasn't the case with a few mammalians in Kawasabus, Ohio, with three mammalians walking through the alleyway in the still of the night. But these were not ordinary mammals, however, but those dressed in a higher class. And based on the way they looked, they appeared to have some business to tend to.

One thing the three male mammalians had in common were that they were dress in black and white suits, with black leather shoes covering their feet-paws and dark red ties being attached to their white dress shirts. On the left sides of their bodies, a sheathed katana proportionate to their size was attached to their belts. Their left hand-paws remain gripped to the hilts of their swords, a signal to show they were as alert to their surroundings as they can be. Despite these similarities, the differences between the three men were obvious.

The man on the left was Salazar, a lynx bearing dark gold and white fur, with black spots and stripes appearing at random parts of his body. In terms of his height, he was the middle man of the group, being about four feet six inches tall. The eyes the lynx bore was of a golden-yellow color, which glows brightly in the crescent moon. He appeared to be about the age of twenty-seven, with a diagonal scar going across his face from the top of his left eye to the bottom of his right, giving him a more menacing look with his calmly stern expression.

The man on the right was Richard, a timber wolf bearing brown and white fur on his body, with a few black and gray patches on the facial region. The wolf was the tallest of the group, his height being a good six feet tall. His eyes were of a bright blue color, a color that matched the keenness of his vision. Not only was he the tallest of the group, but he was also the eldest as well, being about the age of forty-seven.

The man on the middle was the head of the entire group, despite being of a prey species. Jonathan Bellwether was a sheep who bore curly, puffy white fur along with a light creamy skin tone. His eyes were of a dark green color, and bore a calm, stern look in them. He was also the shortest of the group as well, being roughly about two feet six inches in height. Despite his small size, he remained alert like the other two members of his party. Speaking of which, the sheep's eyes began to survey the alleyway.

"Its too dangerous to be out here at night. Lets get going", John said calmly, the other two men nodding towards him in response. However, the wolf turns to face the sheep before smirking lightly.

"I've heard the news. John", Richard replied, a slight hint of an English accent apparent in his voice.

"What are you talking about?" John asked, turning his head towards the taller wolf next to him.

"You know what I'm talking about, sir", Richard replied, a hearty chuckle escaping from the back of his muzzle.

"Oh, of course", John spoke, turning his head back to the front to look directly towards the front. The lynx turns to face the sheep next to his right before grinning softly

"Your research on the Midnicampum holicithias flowers have proven invaluable to your own company, Mr. Bellwether", Salazar said. "Thanks to your fine research, the serum will be ready to begin massive production before the end of next month. Hell, maybe within the end of the month if all goes well".

"Thank you, Salazar", John replied, a tender grin forming on his face. "But I must admit I do feel like I'm being given too much credit for this", he claimed. "If it wasn't for my sister, along with some of the best scientists in the entire country working in my company, none of this would be possible", the sheep finished, with Salazar chuckling softly before nodding with understanding.

"That is true, Mr. Bellwether. Though it never hurts to embrace the amount of credit you've been given", Salazar claimed, making John chuckle towards his words. Then again, he knew the lynx was right. It never hurts to find relish in the accomplishments he's made. Speaking of which, having this conversation with his companions reminded him of an event that happened not so long ago…

* * *

><p><em><strong>Bellwether Enterprises Research Facility, July 17th, 2009<strong>_

_A Large group of scientists were continuing to do their research on many chemicals inside the facility, many of them wearing medical muzzle masks to prevent some of the harmful chemicals from entering their lungs. But despite the different chemicals being used, all of the experiments bore one thing in common: all experiments involved the midnicampum holicithias flowers that were brought to them. The flowers themselves were of a small-medium size, each bearing six violet petals and several yellow pistils and stamens._

_At one of the tables, a male sheep well in his mid to late forties had finished mixing the flowers inside a flask, using one of the thin spoons to mix them with the chemicals inside. Starting of quickly at first, he soon slows his stirring down and pulls the thin spoon out of it, grabbing a hold of it and carefully pouring the liquid inside one of the large, cylindrical vile tubes. He had no intention of making a mess with the chemical compound he had finished making, and he was unsure of how dangerous or acidic it was as of yet. However, seeing the liquid settle inside the large vile tube without exploding or any other harsh reaction, the male let out a sigh of relief before grabbing a cap to screw on top of the vile._

_With the cap screwed on moments later, the male sheep walks towards one of the machines nearby and places the vile inside the slot on the left of the keypad. With a few buttons pressed on it, the door to the slot closes and another slot opens. The sheep turns to the table next to the machine and grabs roughly a dozen pellets, placing them into the empty slot before closing it with a press of a few buttons. Now that the vile bearing the liquid and the pellets, the researcher presses the on button to get the machine going before taking a few steps back to watch the machine do its work._

_The machine began to mix the items in the two slots by injecting the liquid inside each and every one of the pellets with the use of a thin needle. The white pellets soon turn violet-blue to correlate with the color of the flowers used to make the compound. Cold steam began blowing into the container after the final pellet was filled with the chemical compound, the cold steam being used to help cool, dry, and solidify the damp, softened pellets. Two minutes later, a 'ding' noise goes off to signal the compound pellets are ready, the male sheep walking towards the machine and opening it with a press of a few buttons. Grabbing the pellets with his right hand-paw, he carefully takes them to a table across from the machine, setting them next to what appears to be a modified gun of some sorts._

"_Alright, now to test the prototype pellets", The male sheep said to himself, pulling the slider on the back of the gun back, revealing three slots in which were the same size as the pellets. He grabs three pellets and places them in the slider before pushing the slider forward, locking the slider in place before turning to his left. His eyes gaze upon a female sheep dressed in a lab coat and a monotone business suit underneath. The woman bore a younger appearance and was about two feet in height, her eyes being of a dark green color, much like the male's own eye color. But unlike the male, the female was wearing a pair of rounded rectangular shaped glasses, the lens enlarging her eyes a tad bit because of them._

"_Is the serum ready, John?" The female sheep asked, the male nodding in response to answer her question._

"_Its ready, but we must test the prototype just to make sure, Dawn", John, the male sheep, answered with a calm tone._

"_Nevertheless, I know of a good place", Dawn, the female sheep, replied with a slight grin on her face before turning around and walking to the double doors, with John following her with the modified pellet gun in his grip._

_Exiting the lab as they did, Dawn makes a right in the hallway and walks to the elevator up ahead, pressing the button and opening the elevator doors. She enters the elevator with John before pressing the button leading to the basement, making the elevator descend towards several floors to reach its destination. The ride down only took a good ten seconds before the elevator doors began opening and allowing the two to walk out of the elevator, only for the female sheep to take a left in the basement hallway. She reaches into her pocket with her left hand-paw and grabs a silver and red key card from it, sliding it into the card reader and causing the door to slide upward, thus allowing both her and John inside the room._

_Entering the room as they did, John turns to the left and notices a window, along with another door leading into the opposite room. Inside the opposite room were two prisoners, both of which were dressed in torn, black pants, and their wrists and ankles being bound by metallic wall shackles. However, the two were of a different predatory species, one of them being a lion about the same age as john, and the other being a red fox well within his mid to late fifties. Yet interestingly enough about the fox, despite there being gray patches on certain parts of his body, he only appeared to be in his late thirties to early forties. John walks towards the door leading to that room and grabs his key card, swiping the card through the slot before walking through the open door. And now that he was inside, he looks towards them both with a rather devious grin on his face._

"_Well, if it isn't my favorite subjects, Alexander Lionwhite and Victor Wilde", John greeted, his tone as devious as the look on his face._

"_Let us outta here you fluffy little fuck!" Victor, the old fox, growled aggressively, trying to break free from his binds, despite his efforts being futile. But then again, how can you stop trying if your captor was inside the same room as you were?_

"_When we get out of here, we're killing your sorry ass!" Alexander roared harshly towards his prey, the male sheep shaking his head with a humorous sense of irony. After all, the prey has managed to imprison their predators with their binds, and boy did John have something in store for them._

"_Oh, you'll be killing alright, my predatory friend, that you will", John replied, a few devious chuckles managing to escape his muzzle. "But it won't be me you'll be killing", the sheep added, aiming the modified pellet gun towards the lion with with a sadistic grin on his face._

"_What?! What do you mean?!" Alexander growled aggressively, his eyes widening and his irises gradually becoming slits._

"_This outta answer your question", John replied before pulling the trigger and shooting one of the pellets towards the Lion's neck, the pellet exploding on his neck like a blueberry would when hitting its target after being fired from a pea shooter. The lion began to growl in agony before beginning to struggle in his shackles, saliva forming around his mouth and dripping down his muzzle. All Victor could do at this point was watch in horror as he watched his fellow prisoner and friend growling in agonizing pain._

"_Alexander!" Victor shouted before turning towards his captor, John, who was fleeing the room immediately and shutting the electronic door behind him. He was trapped inside the room, and his fellow prisoner was screaming as if he were in agonizing pain. His eyes shift towards the lion for a moment before turning to face the window, narrowing them slightly in a ferocious manner. "What the fuck did you DO?!" the fox shouted, pulling himself forward as hard as he could, despite being trapped in his shackles. John merely presses the button to the intercom before beginning to laugh hysterically._

"_Oh ho, you are about to be in a world of shit right about now", John began, his sadistic grin widening and his eyes narrowing towards the fox. "You see, Victor, we've managed to formulate a new serum only a few moments ago, and we've been dying to test out the prototype for the first time"._

"_Prototype for what?!" Victor growled, unaware that his fellow prisoner had ceased his agonizing cries, only to be replaced with soft, feral growls._

"_A Prototype for a weapon that can make any mammal on this earth become an aggressive, savage feral within a matter of seconds", John answered, his attention now turning towards the increasingly aggressive, increasingly feral lion. "And it looks like your friend here is about to provide a deathly demonstration just for you~", the sheep added, the lion's savage eyes turning to face the fox trapped on the wall adjacent to the wall the feline was trapped on. Victor's eyes turn to face the lion's eyes for a moment, widening at the sight of such a horrific transformation._

"_Those bastards…" Victor thought inside of his mind. "Did John and the other scientists plan this the entire time?" he wondered, his eyes continuing to gaze towards the now savage lion before him. And with the way the lion's muscles bulged trying to break free, and the cracking noises coming from the shackles, he knew he was living on borrowed time. He knew he couldn't escape, and he knew he was about to die._

"_So, any last words before your demise?" John asked, his tone remaining as devious as it had when he entered the room where the prisoners were located. Victor's eyes immediately depart from Alexander and move their focus towards John, narrowing them and giving the two sheep a deathly glare, his green eyes burning with a fierce rage._

"_Mark my words, you ruthless bastard!" Victor began with a deathly growl, the savage Alexander managing to break the right shackle off and freeing his corresponding wrist. "I will have my revenge, even in DEATH! One of my kin will come after both of your sorry asses! One way or the other, I WILL BE AVENGED!" the fox screamed as loud as he could, his screaming being accompanied with a ferocious growl. But by the time he had finished his speech, the savage lion had managed to break the fourth and final shackle that bound him there. Victor's attention shifts towards the lion and his eyes widen in pure horror. Only one thing was crossing his mind: his time had come… and he was about to die._

"_We'll see about that", John replied, closing his eyes and relaxing his grin a tad bit, devious chuckles escaping his muzzle as the lion prepares for his first kill. The target, Victor Wilde. With nasty, savage growls escaping the feline's muzzle, he pulls his left arm back and launches himself towards the vulpine. Victor tried to let out a horrified scream, but nothing had come out thanks to the lion slashing his throat with with left set of claws. Blood began splattering out of the wound like a fire hydrant shooting water out like a geyser. No more than ten seconds later, Victor's body slumps towards the ground, his blood dripping out of the nasty wound, and the lion began to feast upon the newly deceased fox's body like it were his prey._

"_It looks like the serum was a success, am I right, brother?" Dawn asked, bearing a similar tone like her brother, John. The male turns to face his sister before nodding softly._

"_Yes", John replied before turning his attention back towards the lion "However… we will continue to test the prototypes until we are certain they're a hundred percent complete" the male added, noticing the lion immediately turning to face the window with the same predatory look on his face. The savage beast began to crawl on all fours towards the window, scratching the floor with its hind feet as if to prepare to leap towards its prey. With a sudden, swift movement, the lion jumps towards the window with his hand-paws pulled back and prepared to shatter the glass. Dawn screams and immediately hides behind her brother, the possibility of dying right then and there at an all time high. However, a bullet to the head sought the end of that possibility, the lion's body crashing onto the floor before it could finish its leap. John looks upward towards the left side of the room and notices the barrel of a rifle being pulled back by the gunman in the room on the top floor._

"_God, that was a close one", Dawn said, letting out a loud sigh of relief and wiping her forehead with her left forearm._

"_Perhaps…", John began. "But right now, lets leave the room and let the other scientists dispose of the bodies", he suggested calmly, turning to the exit and walking towards it. "And we needn't worry about what becomes of the other test subjects, sis. Since I also happen to be a high government ranking official, covering our tracks and eliminate any knowledge about our doings here shouldn't be a problem", he claimed, exiting the room with his sister following suit._

"_Maybe, but what would we say about the bodies if they're found?" Dawn asked._

"_Then we will tell the authorities that these 'killers' have been slaughtering innocent civilians and our security, and were left with no choice but to eliminate the beasts for the greater good", John explained with a small grin on his face, continuing to walk towards the same elevator he and his sister took to get out of here. But despite the satisfaction of the prototype testing, there was something still burning in the back of his mind. "But that still doesn't explain what Victor said to me before he died…. What did he mean by having his revenge even in death? And what else did he mean when he mentioned something about his kin?" he wondered, pressing the button to the elevator before continuing his train of thought. "I haven't found any records of him having kids or being married for that matter…. Is it possible he may have found a way to erase his files… or was he bluffing?" he asked in his head, the fox's final words being a little more troubling than he had anticipated. Alas, the elevator doors open and the two siblings enter inside, the doors closing before taking the two to their next destination…._

* * *

><p><em><strong>Back in the Alley, September 29th, 2009<strong>_

After reminiscing about that fateful day, especially after using the prototype pellets on one of the prisoners for the first time, John recalls the last words Victor had told him before he was killed by his fellow prisoner. Even though he didn't show it, it still bothered him on the back of his mind, yet didn't bother him enough to say he was haunted by them. No, that wasn't the case. It was the meaning behind the deceased fox's words that had troubled him, along with the lack of records he had on him despite having access to government files. Richard and Salazar turn to notice this right after they pass a dark alleyway and ceased walking.

"Are you alright, John?" Richard asked, the male sheep turning towards the timber wolf with a calm expression on his face. Despite the thoughts continuing to bother his mind, he nods with a reassuring manner before turning to face the front again.

"Its nothing", John replied. "Lets keep going before we run into some unwanted trouble", he suggested, the other two nodding with understanding before the trio continues to walk along the wide alley's pathway. But unaware to them, a pair of green eyes had been watching them in the dark alley they had passed moments before. The figure in the shadows walks out of the dark alley and turns to face the trio, his left hand-paw holding the sheath containing the twenty-six inch long blade of his katana.

"You must be Governor John Bellwether, founder and lead researcher of the pharmaceutical enterprise, Bellweather Enterprises… aren't you", The figure in the shadows spoke with a calm, slightly menacing tone in his voice, the trio stopping dead on their tracks and turning to face the lone figure before them. And what they saw had legitimately surprised them, but most of all, shocked John himself.

The lone figure that stood before them was a fox that bore reddish-orange and cream colored fur, the vulpine appearing to be no older than seventeen. The back of his long hair was tied back with a black ponytail, which was touching the upper part of his back. A black long sleeve V-neck shirt covers his lean, muscular built torso, with the sleeves pulled up to his forearms. Hell, his shirt was tight enough to where the muscle definition of his torso can be seen, yet not enough to make the wearer uncomfortable. A pair of black leather gloves were worn over his hand-paws, covering them to their entirety. Lastly, a pair of dark green cargo pants cover his legs, with the leg openings being tucked into the open toe combat boots.

"Now, you old man, you'll pay for your tyranny", The fox said calmly towards John specifically, his eyes narrowing slightly towards the male sheep before him. John's eyes widen at the comment before he, Salazar and Richard grab a hold of the hilts of their katanas.

"Try it!" Salazar exclaimed towards the fox.

"Its just a boy with a grudge against those in power!" John exclaimed before turning to face Richard, seeing him slightly pulling the sword out of its sheath.

"Stand back!" Richard yelled with a guttural growl in his voice, his eyes gazing towards the short vulpine standing about five meters away from the group. The fox's expression remained unchanged, his green eyes staring towards the trio with a stern look to them. "Now die!" the wolf roared loudly and immediately starts sprinting towards the fox and pulls his sword out of its sheath, raising it high up in the air and making as a preparation for an attack. He suddenly attempts a vertical slash attack with his sword, only for the fox to pull his sword upward by its sheath. Instead of hitting the attack like he intended to, the vulpine blocks it with the isuba of his katana. The fox pushes the sword upward and knocks the wolf back a few steps, the lone vulpine jumping towards him and hits his opponent's left eye by using the bottom of the sheath. Screaming in agony as the wolf did, the fox pulls the sheath back and grabs the handle of his sword, pulling the blade out of its sheath and striking the wolf's right side with a horizontal slash. Placing the palm of his left hand-paw behind the back of his blade, the fox pushes the sword right through Richard's torso and horizontally slices the wolf in half, his dying body falling onto the floor and its bloody contents spraying out onto the concrete ground quickly.

"Richard!" John exclaimed, pulling his sword out of the sheath and preparing to attack. However, Salazar grabs a hold of John and pushes him to the right.

"Stay back, John! I take care of this vulpine!" Salazar exclaimed, pulling his katana out of its sheath and preparing to attack. But the fox's blade robbed Salazar of his attack, the lone vulpine piercing his katana right through his skull from the bottom of the lynx's jaw to the top of his head. John's eyes widen with horror upon seeing the vulpine being able to dispatch his guards rather quickly. Speaking of which, the fox looks to the lynx and pulling his sword back, the sword cutting right through his jaw and the front of his skull. Its bloody contents began spraying about rapidly right before the lynx's body collapses onto the ground. Only one opponent was left to dispatch, and that was John Bellwether himself. The fox's green eyes turn to the sheep and quickly starts sprinting towards him.

"Salazar!" John shouted right before raising his katana up and blocking the fox's swift attack, being momentarily being pinned to the wooden shack behind him before quickly moving to his left. The fox's blade slashes right through its shack at the precise moment John began to prepare for battle. Panting as the sheep did, the vulpine turns to face his opponent with his unchanged expression. "I will not die…. I cannot die", the sheep thought within his head and continues panting, his blade pointing towards the fox before the vulpine figure raises his own sword, the pointed edges pointing directly towards the sheep.

"Drop your sword", the fox ordered sternly, twisting his blade ninety degrees to the right by moving his right hand-paw forward, the bloody blade reflecting the crescent moon's moonlight. John's eyes widen momentarily at the command before narrowing them.

"I will NOT!" John shouted before suddenly starting to sprint towards the fox and striking him with his blade. Unfortunately for John, the vulpine blocks his attack with his blade and pushes him back. Nonetheless, the sheep attempts another attack at the fox, again, only for the fox to block it in a similar manner.

Now it was his opponent's turn to attack. The vulpine performs a fast, vertical slash towards the sheep, yet John was luckily about to block it with his blade by moving the sword upward. But unknown to John, he fell right into the vulpine's trap. The fox makes a sudden horizontal slash attack and manages to strike his opponent's stomach with the tip of his blade, causing the sheep to lean forward and let out a cry of agonizing pain. Saliva began dripping out of his muzzle before looking up at the fox, seeing him pulling his blade up for another vertical slash. This time, however, John was able to block it and jumps back a several feet away from his opponent. Jolts of pain began to spread throughout his body, but he ignores the pain and stares directly towards the fox.

"I can't die now… not now!" John shouted within his mind, panting heavily in pain before raising his sword as if to attack again. He sprints towards the fox and starts attacking him with various types of slashes, whether they were vertical, horizontal, or diagonal. And with each attack he made, the fox easily blocks them as if they were nothing. His efforts were increasing with each attack, and his panting was increasing just as much. But despite his efforts, the fox was able to block each attack as if they were nothing. "Who the hell is this guy?" the sheep though in his mind, his panting getting painfully heavier with each attack he makes. His dark green eyes gaze towards the vulpine's slightly brighter pair, his eyes widening not necessarily out of shock, but with another feeling he couldn't place his thumb on. "And why am I getting a feeling I've seen this fox from somewhere…?" he asked himself within his mind before attempting a horizontal slash. However, the vulpine dodges the attack by ducking before striking the sheep with a diagonal slash, the tip of his blade cutting the sheep from the bottom of his right oblique to the upper left portion of his shoulder. John began screaming in agony from the attack, only for them to get louder after the fox strikes his back with his sheath, knocking him a good fifteen feet away from the vulpine.

After being knocked fifteen feet away from the fox, the sheep's body bounces off the concrete ground once before landing on his body a few feet from the first landing, sliding another six feet away after the second impact. His panting became heavy to the point where it became a lot harder to breathe through his mouth. But that didn't stop him from continuing to fight. No! He uses his sword to pick himself up, slowly managing to get himself back onto his feet-paws. His vision was blurring in and out as he tried to get them to focus on the fox standing over several yards away from him. He had to end this now, or else he was gonna die.

"I can't die like this…. I must fight…" John thought inside of his mind with heavy, painful panting. He had to live for his fallen comrades, he had to live for his research, and most of all, he had to live for Dawn. The male tries again to focus his eyes towards the fox several wards away from him, particularly towards his face. With his right hand-paw clutching the handle of his sword, along with placing his left on the handle as well, he raises the sword upward in a slightly upward direction to compensate for his short height. "I fight… TO YOUR DEATH!" he shouted before suddenly sprinting in the fox's direction, the vulpine's eyes gazing towards him with a stern look on his face.

Watching the sheep approaching him at a quick pace, the fox raises his sword just above his obliques, which was enough to make the proper attack needed to strike the sheep. The moment to strike came quickly, with the fox moving forward and tilting the end of his sword slightly to perform a diagonal slash against John. He manages to slice right through the sheep's left shoulder cleanly, blood splattering out of the wound following an agonizing cry from the male. But that didn't mean he got through the attack without injury. No, the sheep managed to nick his left cheek with the tip of his own sword, a slightly diagonal slash appearing a second after John's wound began to bleed profusely. But with a price of a small slash on his face, the fox was able to defeat his opponent rather easily, the sheep collapsing onto the ground next to a rose bush in agonizing pain. Blood continues to pour out of his body quickly, and John knew he was about to die. However, he does muster enough strength to lift himself up with his right arm, his elbow resting on the concrete floor next to a couple rosebuds before tilting his head down.

"Dawn…. Dawn, please forgive me…" John began hoarsely, closing his eyes as a few tears began streaming down his face, with the fox tracing his left index and middle fingers right across the injury he had just received, blood smothering across the direction in correlation with his movements. He moves them towards the front and began to examine the blood in his fingers. "I tried to live for you… tried to fight for you…." the sheep continued, using his right arm to roll himself onto his back. Now that he was lying on his back, he uses some of the strength he has left to look directly towards the assassin. But what he saw made his eyes widen. He didn't see the assassin anymore, but a familiar face he had a savage prisoner kill just over two months ago.

The image of the assassin was replaced with an image of the person he had Alexander murder: Victor Wilde, and the visual of his victim bore a grotesque look. He wore the exact same pants he had when he was killed, but his body resembled that of a rotting corpse. The nasty neck injury he had received, along with the various bite marks he got from the savage Alexander when he tried eating some parts of his body. Bones can be seen on the areas he tried to eat, with rotting flesh and muscle tissue being seen around those areas as well. But that wasn't the most haunting thing John saw on the image of Victor. No, it was the sinister grin on his face, the deathly glare the image of Victor bore in his pale green eyes, and most of all, the sinister chuckle he was letting out of his muzzle. Alas, some of the final words John heard from Victor before his death began to play in the depths of his mind, right as 'Victor' began to approach him with the katana in his right hand-paw.

"_I will have my revenge, even in **DEATH**!"_

And with those words playing in his mind, John knew only one thing: His time was up….

"Oh dear god, no…." Those were the last words John had uttered before the vulpine stabs the sheep's skull with his katana, the blade piercing right through his head easily. The fox pulls the blade out of his skull before shaking the blade of the excess blood, kneeling down and grabbing a rosebud from the ground. Placing it on the body as he did, along with standing back up onto his feet-paws, three other mammals arrive upon the bloody scene in which the battle had taken place.

The three mammals who arrived consisted of two arctic foxes and a tanuki (Japanese Raccoon Dog), all three of them dressed in dark colored Japanese kimonos. The two foxes were wearing kimonos that were bearing midnight blue long sleeve kimono shirts, dark gray hakama pants, and black open toe boots. The tanuki, on the other hand, was dressed in a black long sleeve kimono shirt, gray hakama pants, and black open toe boots much like what the others wore. Along with the clothing being different, he also had long, black hair and even a small mustache on his muzzle, most of his long hair bring tied back except for his bangs. What the three males did wear in common were black leather gloves, which covered their and-paws through their entirety.

"Are you hurt, Matt?" the tanuki asked with a calm tone, the arctic foxes approaching the bodies of both Salazar and Richard.

"Not badly", Matt answered with a similar tone of voice, his left hand-paw moving to his cargo pocket and opening it. Placing his hand-paw inside, he grabs a dark gray cleaning cloth from it and wipes the blade clean with the rag.

"Ah, the slash from John bellwether's blade drew your blood, he must've been more skilled than he looked", the tanuki commented, kneeling down next to the sheep's corpse and examining the bodily injuries the deceased sheep had received.

"Not skilled", Matt replied, placing the sword back into his sheath and the cloth inside of his left cargo pocket.

"Huh?" the tanuki replied.

"Just stubborn", Matt answered before closing the pocket and placing his hand-paws inside of his main pockets. "Now, Iizuka, I assume you'll be cleaning up this refuse", the fox added before walking away from the bloody scene, the tanuki's eyes following the fox's movements.

"Matt!" Iizuka calmly exclaimed, turning away from the fox a moment after not getting a response from him. He turns his attention towards the body and lets out a soft, surprised gasp, seeing the rosebud being sitting on the dead man's chest.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Matt's residence, one hour later<strong>_

Sizzling sounds of the water hitting the tile floor can be heard inside the bathroom, with one occupant inside of the steam coated shower room. The occupant inside the shower was none other than Matt Wilde himself, who was cleansing himself off after assassinating John and his three hired guards. Water runs down his slim, muscular body, and diluted blood ran down his left cheek, thanks to the water hitting the wound to clean the deep cut. Soon enough, the fox turns the shower off and grabs a hold of the towel he had placed over the shower door, using the white towel to dry off his fur.

About twenty minutes have passed since he had finished his shower, and now the fox was exiting the shower room, his fur brushed and dried, and body clothed. The clothes he wore consist of a dark gray tank top along with a pair of black shorts with white stripes on the sides. He held a towel over the injury he had received earlier today, opening the sliding door open with his right hand-paw and entering his bedroom. Not much was inside of the bedroom, with the exception of a futon bed, a brown wooden dresser, and a light brown desk with a black leather roller chair in front of it. On the desk there was an ASUS gaming laptop with a black wired Xbox 360 controller on top of it, a gaming mouse, a pair of black medium sized speakers, and a printer located under the right side of his desk.

The fox walks towards his bed and takes a seat on the mattress, placing his legs on the bed right after he took a seat and rests his back on the bed. His sheathed sword was placed under the bed with the handle visibly sticking out in case of an emergency or home invasion, with the male taking a look at it for a moment to ensure it was placed in the right area. Though speaking of his sword, after laying back down and looking up at the ceiling, he was reminded of a training session he had with his master many years ago.

* * *

><p><em><strong>At the lake near the Hiten Mitsurugi Dojo, April 13th, 2004<strong>_

_The sound of the waterfall can be heard across the training ground, two occupants standing twenty feet away from one another. One of them was twelve year old Matt Wilde, who was dressed in nothing but a pair of gray hakama pants along with a pair of open toe boots. Attached to his belt was a black sheath, which fit securely around his dark gray cloth belt. In his hand-paws was a proportionately sized samurai sword, the cloth of the handle being of a black color, and the hilt being of a bronze color. Right across from him was his master, Hiko Seijuro, who was dressed in the same attire he had met Matt nearly three years prior._

"_Attack once more, but swiftly", Hiko ordered, the wolf's sword being held in his right hand-paw and the blade pointing diagonally towards the upper left. Matt's green eyes gaze towards his master with a focused look to them. "He grows stronger, forging his strength daily so that he may become a true swordsmen one day. His body matures, yet his mind remains to that of a petulant child", the wolf thought within his mind, noticing his pupil preparing to make an attack. "He is pure of heart, but so are fools", he finished his thought, the sound of Matt's battle cry signaling the vulpine's upcoming attack. However, the wolf uses his blade to knock the vulpine back several feet away from him with a simple horizontal attack, Matt having blocked the wolf's attack with his own blade moments before. The fox stood back up into his feet once more, and the training continued throughout the day…._

* * *

><p><em><strong>Matt's Residence, September 29th, 2009<strong>_

Reminiscing the training session from many years ago had reminded him of all that his master had taught him, the knowledge having been applied to his own swordsmanship to assassinate the trio earlier that night. But despite that knowledge being applied to his skills, a wave of irony flows through his skills, especially with the first principle he had learned from the one who taught him how to use a sword in the first place.

"The first principle of Hiten Mitsurugi… the sword swung in my name shall be swung for the people of the world, to prevent the shedding of innocent blood", Matt recalled, removing the towel from his injury and gazes at the small, lined puddle of blood on the cloth, the bleeding having stopped shortly before leaving the bathroom. He stared at it for a bit longer before placing the towel on the floor next to his sword, pulling the covers over his body and shutting his eyes. Within a matter of minutes, the teenage vulpine drifts off into a deep, much needed sleep….


	4. The Becoming of an Assassin

_**The Becoming of an Assassin**_

The late afternoon was usually everyone's typical afternoon, coming home from work, starting your night shift, or evening getting home from school after football practice or something related. But at the Ishin-Mirkwood shrine near the edge of Kawasabus, that was an entirely different story. The late afternoon was the time to discuss the next assignments for the Ishin-Mirkwood assassins. Speaking of assassins, a dark gray 2009 Toyota Corolla Altis pulls up to the shrine's garage and parks in the designated parking lot. And the occupants stepping out of the car was none other than Matt Wilde and the clan's examiner of executions, Iizuka. The two males were wearing a clean pair of the exact clothes they had worn yesterday, their swords attached to the left side of their bodies.

"Alright, Matt, we're here", Iizuka said to the fox next to him, both he and the vulpine walking towards the garage exit and towards the entrance of the shrine. "It would've been easier if we reported the assassinations to Thrandeer Katzuma this morning, but unfortunately your sleeping habits beg to differ", the tanuki added with a light chuckle, making the fox turn towards him with a slight growl.

"Hey, it's not my fault I have high school classes I have to attend", Matt argued, albeit calmly, a soft sigh escaping his muzzle. Soon enough, the two approach the gates of the shrine and enter, walking towards the gardens in which they were to meet their leader.

Entering the gardens as they did, the two notice a couple of mammalians near the coy fish pond. The one on the left was Katagai, a huge, heavily built, brown furred bear dressed in a black kimono shirt, gray hakama pants, and black open toe boots. Based on his facial features, the bear appeared to be no older than the age of forty. Jet black hair can be seen on the bear's head, with a ponytail tying his hair back in a professional manner. He was also the tallest of the two mammals inside, being about a good six feet eight inches tall.

The mammal on the right was the clan's leader, Thrandeer Katzuma, who is a white-tailed deer bearing mostly light brown fur, but having bits of black and white mixed in to create a unique contrast. Long, straight blonde hair can be seen on his head to help his dark tan antlers pop out. His light blue eyes looking directly towards the brown bear in the conversation they were engaged in at the time. His attire consisted of a dark gray tight fitting shirt (the material being identical to Matt's long sleeved shirt), dark tan hakama pants, and dark brown open toe boots. He was the shortest of the two, being roughly about six feet in height. His ears flicker quickly to the sounds of footsteps approaching them, the deer grinning softly at the sound

"You have returned at last", Thrandeer said, turning around to face the two visitors inside. And as soon as his eyes gaze upon the vulpine, he notices the diagonal slash on the fox's left cheek. "Ah, I never thought I'd see a wound on you, Matt", the deer claimed.

"I was careless", Matt replied calmly, his green eyes focusing towards the clan leader's light blue set. The clan leader ceases his grinning and looks towards the fox with a calm, yet serious expression on his face.

"Who, who did it?" Thrandeer asked, his tone being a mixture of both calm and serious. Matt was about to answer, but the examiner of executions clears his throat before the fox could speak.

"John Bellwether was the one who gave Matt the injury, whom he and his guards are now dead", Iizuka answered. "We've would've reported this to you sooner as well, chief. But unfortunately, Matt's sleeping habits this morning prevented us from coming until this evening", the tanuki added, the fox's eyes gazing towards the raccoon dog with an annoyed look to them. The chief nods upon hearing this before letting a couple hearty chuckles escape his muzzle.

"I do not care if I get the reports in the morning or in the evening, so long they've been reported within the week after the assassinations", Thrandeer claimed. "And I much rather have reports about Matt's killings in the evening, lest he begins growing suspicion from the local authorities if his attendance was lacking for late arrivals", he added, turning to face the fox following a nod, not out of approval, but to grab his attention.

"Yes, Thrandeer?" Matt asked.

"You have done well. I have a new assignment for you", Thrandeer began. "I have a meeting with Tashio Yakima to discuss the future of the Ishin-Mirkwood and the Ishin-Rivendell clans".

"And you're asking me to be your guard?" Matt asked with curiosity despite retaining a calm expression on his face.

"Not exactly", Thrandeer answered. "I want you to attend as my envoy", he finished, the tanuki grinning at the sound of this before turning his attention to the fox next to him.

"Well, that's great to hear!" Iizuka spoke with an enthusiastic tone in his voice. Despite the tanuki being glad to hear this, the fox's expression says otherwise. The vulpine closes his eyes and shakes his head.

"As interesting as that sounds, I'm afraid I'll have to decline, chief", Matt answered, reopening his eyes and looking directly towards the clan leader. "I am an assassin, and that's the only way I can serve you", he added, bowing respectfully towards Thrandeer before turning towards the exit behind him. "I'll wait for new assignments", the fox finished and starts to walk away from the group.

"Hey, get back here, you mutt!" Katagai growled, causing the fox to tense slightly in response to his offensive words. He didn't tense out of fear, however, but as a response to being called a derogatory term by the bear. He was starting to become obligated to kick his ass right then and there, but honestly, the last thing he needs is a trail of assassins on his tail. So instead of attempting to fight back, he shrugs with a frustrated tone before continuing to walk towards the exit. The bear was about to march towards the fox, but the chief's raised left hand-paw prevented him from doing so. Iizuka turns towards the other two before bowing in an apologetic manner.

"My apologies, sir", Iizuka apologized quickly before turning towards the exit and quickly rushing towards Matt. The two males can hear the tanuki call out Matt's name before seemingly beginning to scold him regarding his refusal. Yet the two were gone within a matter of seconds, leaving both the Katagai and Thrandeer to themselves in the garden. Speaking of which, the male buck turns to face the pond, grabbing the small bowl of fish food from the stone next to him before pouring the contents into the pond.

"He can't do that. He has no right!" Katagai exclaimed with an angered tone of voice. "You should have the head of any mammal so disrespectful!" he continued, with Thrandeer finishing pouring the contents into the pound and gazing at the water with his eyes. He had heard what the bear had said, but his mind was not focused on Katagai's words. No, his mind was focused on a memory from many years ago….

* * *

><p><em><strong>Ishin-Mirkwood Training grounds, December 15th, 2005<strong>_

_Rain was pouring down heavily upon the Ishin-Mirkwood training grounds, the neo-kiheitai militia becoming soaked from the harsh weather. Yet despite the harsh, humid conditions, the militia (consisting of farmers, merchants, rogue military personnel, or anyone else sharing a similar cause) continues to train through the weather through several methods: target practice with various types of guns, attacking wooden targets with wooden staffs or spears, or hacking the wooden targets with the use of a blade. The battle cries of the mammals grew louder as the training session progressed throughout the day. But they were not alone, however, for two figures watch over them on the hills with eyes as keen as hawks._

_The one of the two mammals watching the fighters was Thrandeer Katzuma, dressed in a black tight fitting short sleeved shirt, dark gray hakama pants, and black open toe boots. His sword was attached to the left side of his pants like usual, the same place many other samurai keep on their bodies. As for the other male, he was identified as Takasugi Shinsaku, a tan and cream furred Shiba Inu with short, straight, raven black hair on his head. His eyes were of a similar color as well, though a bit brighter to help bring some contrast in them. The clothes he were were completely white except for his black cloth belt, which was tied around his waist to keep his pants and sleeveless kimono shirt secure. The neck of a shamisen was held in the grip of his right hand-paw, the main body being covered by a purple cloth to keep the body from getting wet._

"_This is your neo-kiheitai?" Thrandeer asked, his eyes looking towards the male's militia training from the top of the hills._

"_Yes, Thrandeer! These mammals are better than bullets, I assure you", Takasugi answered with a soft grin on his face. "My army is predisposed to extreme forms of expression", the Shiba Inu added, placing his left wrist onto the corresponding hip. "They will no doubt make the neo-bakufu wail and anguish" the male dog claimed, the buck narrowing his eyes slightly towards the army below._

"_May I remind you the neo-bakufu is the fiercest of aggregations", Thrandeer reminded._

"_Heh, they'll be significantly less fierce once they're dead", Takasugi claimed, a devious grin forming on his muzzle._

"_Next!" a random militia mammal shouted, the buck's eyes widening upon spotting one of the people who was at the training site. And the sight came to him as an unexpected surprise._

"_You train children, too?" Thrandeer asked with a genuinely surprised tone. He knew many mammals have started joining the army on such short notice, but never did he expect to see a child training amongst them._

_The child himself was a fox that bore reddish-orange and cream colored fur, with green eyes staring directly towards the wooden target in front of him. His attire consisted of a dark green T-shirt, black fingerless gloves, and camouflage cargo pants, with the leg openings being tucked into the black open toe boots he owned. Based on the appearance of the kit, the vulpine appeared to be no older than the age of thirteen. The fox gets into the stance of the battojutsu, his left foot-paw moving back in correlation to the pose. His right gloved hand-paw grabs a hold of the blade and remains at the stance._

"_Meet the phantom chief of our ghostly army", Takasugi replied with a widening grin on his face, watching him suddenly pull the blade out and horizontally slashes the wooden target in half, the top piece flying several feet away from the spot because of the kit's actions, the teen kit placing the sword back into his sheath before walking away. Only one mood can describe how the male buck was feeling right now: astonished. And not by his skill, but at the fact that a child was able to perform such a trick at such a young age. "The runt is impressive, isn't he?" the Shiba Inu asked with a couple chuckles escaping his muzzle._

"_What was that?" Thrandeer asked, still astonished at the sight of what the teen fox kit had just did._

"_I'm fairly certain you know what it is you just saw", Takasugi replied, the male buck's expressing turning from an astonished look to that of a serious one._

"_Send the kit", Thrandeer ordered, the male dog next to him humming and turning his head to face the deer. The clan leader's head turns towards the Shiba Inu's face right after the dog turned his head towards him. "He'll work for us!"_

* * *

><p><em><strong>Roughly five hours after the report, within an unknown alleyway, September 30th, 2009<strong>_

The sounds of rushing footsteps can be heard throughout the dark alleyways, and it wasn't the footsteps of an athlete preparing for a race or track competition. No, these were sounds of footsteps trying to run away from someone. An orange and yellow furred house cat was currently running away from an assailant in the shadows, his right arm having been seriously wounded by his attacker.

"Shit, I gotta get outta here! I gotta call the police!" the house cat replied, turning left at another alleyway in the shadows of the night. But doing this would cost him his life, reaching a dead end instead of the another possible pathway. He quickly pulls his phone out of his left pants pocket before pulling up the dial pad on his phone. But before he could dial 911, the assassin pierces his katana right through the feline's chest, killing him almost instantly. Placing his right foot-paw onto the cat's back, he pulls the blade out of the wound and kicks the feline a couple yards forward. As a response to doing that, the vulpine accidentally causes the recently deceased body to knock off various water buckets, the water spilling onto the concrete floor before him.

As the water continues to spill onto the ground, the blood leaking from the dead cat's wound began to mix in with the water. The assassin, Matt Wilde, looks down upon his own watery reflection with a pair of stern eyes. However, his eyes widen slightly upon seeing the blood coming towards him, along with the reflection of his now bleeding scar on his face. And seeing the blood mixed in with the water reminded him of a memory that took place just shortly before joining the clan….

* * *

><p><em><strong>The Hiten Mitsurugi Dojo, December 7th, 2005<strong>_

_Winter has come early at the Hiten Mitsurugi Dojo roughly a three to four hours away from Zootopia, with pure white snow coating the ground and freezing certain parts of the lake nearby. However, despite the sunny day and the pleasantly snowy, cold weather, the atmosphere said otherwise. Standing near a tree was none other than thirteen year old Matt Wilde, his eyes looking directly towards his master with a serious look on them. His attire consisted of a midnight blue long sleeve shirt, black fingerless gloves, and camouflage cargo pants, with the leg openings being tucked into the black open toe boots he owned. And standing right across from him was his master, Hiko Seijuro, who was still dressed in the same attire he had met mat in many years ago, albeit clean._

_As of recently, the young teenager had heard about some serious problems arising within Kawasabus, Ohio regarding the loss of innocent lives. And it would only be a matter of time before it began to spread across the entire country according to Matt's belief's. Matt tried to explain the whole ordeal about what was going down in Kawasabus. Yet despite his best efforts, the answer Hiko had in mind was clear._

"_I will not allow you to leave", Hiko warned, bearing the same calm, stern tone in his voice._

"_But master! While you interpret philosophy, innocent people are dying in Kawasabus day after day, and who knows when it'll spread across the entire country!" Matt exclaimed. "The teachings of Hiten Mitsurugi are fruitless unless they are used to protect the defenseless! We must go!"_

"_Be silent!", the words that came out of Hiko's muzzle was enough to cause the fox to gasp with surprise. "Who do you plan to defend those mammals with your limited knowledge?" the wolf asked, his eyes closed and his tone remaining firm. "Will you choose the less loathsome of the two evil factions in that conflict and do its bidding? I do not bestow master Hiten Mitsurugi's sweetest principles on you so you could become the pawn of nefarious mammals. You can change nothing. The troubles of the outside world are perpetual"._

"_And by virtue of that, I'm supposed to turn my back and live in self-ordained ignorance?!" Matt argued. "I can't ignore them! They need us, Master!" the fox exclaimed, the wolf turning his body towards the fox and looking own at him with his eyes._

"_When your training is complete, you will be the strongest of swordsmen, and your mind will be as strong as your sword", Hiko replied, the fox growling towards him not out of anger, but out of urgency._

"_The people of Kawasabus are dying at the grip of the neo-bakufu alliance can't wait that long! Your words are nothing!" Matt exclaimed loudly, the wolf's expression becoming more serious as the argument continues to progress._

"_Go down there, Brand yourself a murderer!" Hiko snapped, albeit as calmly as he could, making the fox's eyes widen upon hearing this, a soft gasp escaping his muzzle almost immediately after. "Murder is the only art a swordsman can practice! No ornamental words can change that! You want to protect people with murder?! You'll slaughter legions so that only a select few may live", the wolf continued. "Many years ago, long before you were born, my sword was tearing asunder the many lives of all mammals. Yes, all of those mammals were evil, but they were merely mammals first and foremost, Matt", he added. "The world you arguably desire to enter will now know what to do with you. It will deceive you into believing you are saving lives, even as you destroy them. You will accept its lies, all the while, your hand-paws will be stained with the worst of offenses", the wolf finished, with Matt closing his eyes and letting out a calm sigh while tightening the sheath of his sword._

"_Perhaps…" Matt began, reopening his eyes and gazing directly towards his master. "Even so, my hand-paws will bring relief to people who have learned to live without hope. A mammal who feeds on their own is not a mammal anymore, but a savage beast, and should be dealt the same fate!" the fox exclaimed, with the wolf turning to face the Dojo and walking away from his pupil, the fox quickly turning towards Hiko rather quickly. "Master, listen!"_

"_It is foolish to listen to someone who won't even listen to you", Hiko claimed with a calmly frustrated tone. "Do as you wish. Go to them", he finished, with the fox starting to calm down and bowing towards his master, who's back was turned towards him._

"_Thank you… Master", Matt replied, remaining bowed towards his master, the one who had taught him most of his knowledge of the Hiten Mitsurugi style. Moments later, he refrains from bowing and turns towards the opposite direction, running towards the direction where the former Correctional Camp Site was located, getting on the side of the highway later that day and hitching a ride from one of the drivers heading towards Kawasabus, Ohio._

_About eight days after the argument between him and his former master, Matt had managed to slice the wooden pole (which was used as a target) horizontally in half and looks at the top half of the pole laying on the ground. Many mammals gathered around the young teenage kit shortly after seeing his attack, many of which were asking how a kit could use a sword like that. But honestly, he never paid attention towards what the other people were saying, for his eyes were focusing towards the two figures on the top of the hills…._

* * *

><p><em><strong>The unknown alleyway near the water storage unit, September 30th, 2009<strong>_

The water had pretty much spread across the concrete ground to the point where it no longer enabled Matt to see his reflection. But to him, it honestly didn't matter, since his job for the night had been done. He turns away from the dead feline corpse and stars walking away from the scene, grabbing the cloth from his left cargo pocket to clean his blade. Wiping the blade with the cloth as he did, Iizuka arrives to the scene and began approaching the body with a lantern in his possession… or he would if he didn't spot something on Matt's left cheek.

"Matt, you're bleeding!" Iizuka calmly exclaimed, but Matt could honestly care less about his bleeding wound on his left cheek, the very same one John inflicted on him recently. His dull green eyes continue to focus on what was in front of him, walking away from the scene of the assassination as if nothing had ever occurred. The tanuki manages to approach the body and examines the feline's corpse, looking over the wound and discovering Matt had killed his target by stabbing him through the heart from behind. Grabbing a piece of paper and placing it on the back of the corpse, the language being written in Japanese, he stands up and flees from the scene.

Later on that night, Matt was walking along the river bank in which the moonlight was reflecting upon, blood dripping from the slash on his left cheek steadily. His injury had stopped bleeding several minutes earlier on the bridge. But shortly after it did, however, two assassins from an unidentified clan, both of which were bobcats, had ambushed him and attempted to assassinate the fox. However, Matt quickly killed them both by decapitating the first and diagonally slicing the second in half, their blood dripping along the wooden bridge and into the river. His wound began to bleed again shortly after disposing of his attackers. While continuing his walk along the river bank, He turns to the sound of footsteps approaching him, his right hand-paw clutching the handle of his samurai katana. However, he relieves his hand-paw from the weapon once he discovers it was Iizuka catching up to him.

"Seems you've killed two more mammals tonight", Iizuka spoke, with Matt turning to the front and starts walking along the path he had began walking along moments before.

"Yeah…. It seems one of the other clans sent their goons to dispose of me", Matt replied, his voice being calm instead of shocked after being ambushed by the two assassins.

"Heh, either way, it seems you're getting better at it everyday", Iizuka replied, making the fox turn his head towards his slightly with a curious manner.

"What do you mean?" Matt asked calmly, yet genuinely curious about the meaning behind Iizuka's question.

"You hardly give them time to scream anymore, nor do you allow them the chance to call the local authorities", Iizuka explained, turning his attention towards the freshly bleeding wound on his cheek. Now that he was seeing this, the matter needed to be addressed to the fox, whether Matt was aware of it or not. "Stop, lets talk", the tanuki ordered calmly, the fox nodding before taking a few steps towards the grassy hilltop. Interestingly enough, right as the fox stopped, he noticed something dripping on the left side of his face, removing the glove from the corresponding hand-paw before placing it onto his left cheek. He pulls his hand-paw away from his face and moves it to the moonlight, his eyes widening at the sight of his own blood lined in a similar manner to his scar.

"Huh…?" Matt uttered, not necessarily out of curiosity, but of surprise as well. He expected the injury to stop bleeding by the morning after he received it, but now he was wondering why it was bleeding again.

"Are you superstitious?" Iizuka asked, the fox snapping out of his train of thought and turns to face the tanuki on his left with a curious look on his eyes. "It appears John Bellwether is seeking revenge even in death, which is why your wound refuses to heal", the tanuki explained.

"That can't be…" Matt replied, a slight surprised tone in his voice before turning away from him and placing his left hand-paw onto his corresponding cheek. "How could it…?"

"Calm down, Matt", Iizuka began. "Only old ladies believe in that nonsense", he claimed with a slight chuckle. But now that the tanuki mentioned it, Matt recalled having to deal with an injury he had suffered on his hand-paws when he was merely a kit. But man, how time flew by so quickly, still remembering it as if it were yesterday.…

* * *

><p><em><strong>At the outdoor training site, Hiten Mitsurugi Dojo, June 12<strong>__**th**__**, 2002**_

_Loud smacking noises can be heard at the outdoor training site, the source of the noise coming from a large stick smacking against a tree as hard as possible. The one smacking the tree with a stick was ten year old Matt Wilde, who was continuing to train in order to become the best swordsman through the basics. His attire consists of a white tank top, a pair of midnight blue hakama pants, and black and white converse shoes. Soft battle cries escape his muzzle with each swing, ending a fraction of a second after the thick stick smacks the tree. However, he finishes his training with after feeling a slight, painful sensation on his hand-paws, causing him to drop the stick he was training with onto the dry soil before him._

_Taking a look at his hand-paws as he did, he notices four circular cuts on the top of his palms, on the opposite side where his knuckles were. And although there wasn't a lot of blood flowing from the wounds, he knew he had to get this treated, lest the cuts become infected and delay his training. Turning towards his right, he spots the one story Dojo building and starts walking towards the wooden building. Pulling one of the sliding doors open, he enters the bathroom and grabs a large stepping stool and places it in front of the sink. Climbing up the steps carefully, he opens the cabinet door on top of the sink and began looking through the contents contained inside. He notices various medical items inside until he spots the first-aid disinfectant spray on the lower shelf, along with several types of bandages and ointments next to the spray. He grabs the spray, some roller bandages, and one pack of medical ointment before placing the items on the table next to the sink. Although he wanted to get his hand injuries bandaged, first thing's first._

_The fox starts walking towards the sink and climbs onto the stepping stool again before reaching for the sink handles, his left hand-paw turning the hot water on and his right turning the cold water on to help cool the hot water off enough for him to work with. He grabs the white sink plug and places it inside the sink, letting the water fill up the bowl of the sink to a certain point before turning the water faucet off. Placing his hand-paws inside the water, he winces at the stinging sensation on his hand-paws, the water soaking his brown furred hand-paws and watching his blood getting diluted by the water._

"_Mother…" was what Matt had said before the memory fades with a blur._

* * *

><p><em><strong>Inside Matt's residence, 1 am, October 1st, 2009<strong>_

Sometime after the assassination of the target along with the killings of two assassins, following a much needed shower, Matt was currently inside of the bathroom tending to his wound. Unlike his usual attire, his clothing consisted of a gray T-shirt with a pocket on the left side of the chest area, along with a pair of black pajama shorts. The fox was currently washing a white rag in the sink with hot water before applying some disinfecting peroxide on the rag, placing the rag onto his left cheek where the injury was located. He hissed for a moment due to the peroxide's alcohol content making contact with his injury, but soon subsided. He walks out of the bathroom and heads to the living room, taking a seat on the couch opposite to the one where Iizuka was sitting. Speaking of which, he notices him getting off of his ICarrot 3G smartphone after hanging up with someone, placing the phone on the rectangular coffee table before looking towards Matt.

"Katagai's returned", Iizuka began. "I just got off the phone with him a moment ago. And apparently, Thrandeer's summit meet didn't not go as good as he had hoped", the raccoon dog finished.

Matt quickly cocks a curious brow upon hearing this. "What's happened?" the fox asked with a curious tone in his voice.

"According to Katagai, Miyabe and Thrandeer almost came to blows during the talks", Iizuka explained. "The Nibu clan is vowing to create an enormous catastrophe here in Kawasabus", the tanuki added.

"Will we fight?" Matt asked, bearing a curious look to his tone while his facial expression was calmly serious.

"Katagai's told me to wait and see what happens, although I was told Thrandeer nearly drew his sword on Miyabe when the talks got heated", Iizuka answered, the fox nodding at this before closing his eyes, a sigh escaping his muzzle.

"This won't end peacefully", Matt claimed, reopening his eyes and looking back towards the tanuki sitting across from him.

"Let's hope not", Iizuka replied, laying back against the couch he was sitting on before placing his arms behind the back of the couch. Matt grabs a smoking pipe containing a small amount of weed in it from the coffee table along with a lighter, placing the pipe into the front end of his muzzle. Biting onto the rod of the pipe with his front teeth before pressing the button to the lighter, lighting the weed inside of the pipe. Placing the lighter right after lighting the small portion of weed, he inhales some of the smoke before grabbing the pipe, pulling it away from his muzzle before exhaling the smoke from his lungs. Now that Thrandeer was mentioned, he began to recall in how he had met him, along with what he did to make the fox he is today.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Inside a one room wooden shrine, near the Ishin-Mirkwood training grounds, December 15th, 2005<strong>_

_Rain continues to pour heavily around the training grounds of the Ishin-Mirkwood clan, few of which headed towards some short of shelter to take a break. But speaking of shelter, Thrandeer had arranged an immediate meeting with the fox, who had introduced himself by his name, Matt Wilde. Takasugi was standing in the back of the single room shrine, the entrance/exit being located on the right side of the small building. Thrandeer's back was facing Matt, yet his his eyes staring directly at the wooden barred window in front of him._

"_Listen carefully…" Thrandeer began, slowly turning around and setting his eyes upon the thirteen year old fox before him. "I am asking you to kill", the male buck added, a surprised, almost shocked gasp escaping his muzzle and his eyes widening slightly upon hearing what the deer just said. "You are young, but merit the truth. Certain mammals stand between a better world than us. We have no choice but to destroy them so we may reach that world. It's not pleasant, but it's true", the deer continued. "You told me you wanted to use your swordsmanship to protect the weak and innocent. I can be the one who will show you the way", he added, lowering his head slightly as if to add a sense of seriousness with his tone. "So answer me, will you kill for me", the male finished, the fox's eyes continuing to gaze at him for another moment. Then, with a sense of revelation, Matt began looking at the deer with a serious look on his face, nodding upon the buck's request. Thus, his life as an assassin, has begun…._

* * *

><p><em><strong>July, 2006<strong>_

_The mid morning bore a peaceful and serene vibe to the countryside, the birds chirping, the sky being blue, the air being as clean as ever, and the grass being of a pure green color. Oh, how peaceful and quiet the beautiful forest was. But with a simple vertical slash of a blade, that all began to change…._

"_HeYAHH!" was the battle cry that escaped the muzzle of fourteen year old Matt Wilde, who's performed a deadly vertical slash that sliced a brown and white furred husky's head in half, cutting all the way down to the victim's upper part of his back before twisting the blade to the right. Blood began spilling across the earthly soil and some of the lush plants, painting the ground and the vegetation red. Pulling the blade out of his victim's body, the fox kicks the freshly killed body forward and watches the corpse hit the ground quickly. He looks at his first kill with a pair of tedious eyes before looking up towards the sky and the trees above._

_The fox's attire consisted of a black tank top along with a pair of camouflage cargo pants, the leg openings being tucked inside of his black open toe combat boots. On the left side of his body, a black sheath for his sword was attached to his belt, the color of it being a dark brown color. Lastly, a pair of black leather gloves cover his hand-paws through their entirety._

_Silence now fills the air, not a howl of the wind, not a rustle of the leaves, nothing but an exhaling of breath escaping fox's muzzle. Nothing…._

"_Good Job", those words broke the silence in the air, the fox curiously turning to face the person who said it. He watches the black haired tanuki jogging towards him, or more specifically, the body in which Matt had just killed._

"_Good… job?" he asked, watching the other man quickly passing by him rather quickly. He noticed that the other male was dressed in clothing similar to his own, the only exception being that the other male was wearing a pair of khaki hakama pants._

"_I'm honored to meet ya, sir!" The tanuki replied before kneeling down and examining the body."I'm Iizuka, Thrandeer's field chief. Nice, clean cut", Iizuka, the tanuki commented. "Try not to lose your wits like many others do after their first kill"._

"_I won't. I feel nothing, no regret!" Matt replied almost quickly, his expression becoming serious upon speaking._

"_Very good", Iizuka responded before standing up and turning his head towards the fox behind him. "The key to this job is speed, accuracy, and conviction. Now clean this up and lets get out of here", the tanuki included, handing the fox a white rag for him to use, Matt nodding and taking the cloth with his left hand-paw. While holding his sword, he began to wipe the blood that was on the blade with a single, thorough wipe._

"_There will be a world where mammals will live in peace, my bloody hands and sword ensure its creation", Matt spoke within the depths of his mind, removing the bloody rag from the blade and placing the cloth in his left cargo pocket. He quickly, albeit carefully, places the sword back in its sheath and began walking away from the scene. "I will dispense the will of the gods to the old order. I will…."_

_**October, 2006**_

_Three months quickly pass since his first kill, already having started getting used to the whole regime: assassinate any corrupt individual, government individual and/or civilian, no questions asked. From his first kill to this point in time, the fox had already killed sixty-four corrupted individuals, whether in government power or civilian, and counting. His next two targets were in the walled alleyways leading to a government-run shrine in the area, with two predatory mammals walking along the path on the cool, rainy afternoon._

_The two predators conversing with one another were both wolves, one of them being a snow furred arctic wolf and the other an eastern timber wolf bearing brown and white fur. Both mammals were dressed in business suits of sort, the arctic wolf's suit being completely black and the timber wolf's being gray and black. Both of them were carrying black cases containing important documents inside with them. What the documents themselves were or what they contained, nobody but the two wolves knew. However, that was about to become irrelevant within a matter of moments._

"_Hiding behind one of the stone walls, Matt Wilde places his hand-paws on the edge of the wall, peering on the right side of it and watches the two wolves heading away from him and towards their destination. He was pretty much dressed in the same exact clothes, minus the tank top, which was replaced with a tight fitting black long john shirt. The sleeves of his shirt were pulled up to his forearms as a personal preference for him. But due to his shirt being tight, the fox's slim, toned definition can be partially seen. But despite the clothing being wet thanks to the rain, it didn't matter on how tight or loose his clothing were. No, it was time to come in for the kill, the fox grabbing a hold of the handle of his katana and slowly approaches the two wolfs quickly, but quietly._

"_Of course, lets get going", the arctic wolf spoke towards the timber wolf next to him, unaware of the fox that was swiftly sprinting towards the two. The timber wolf's ears flicker to the sound of the fox's swift footsteps, yet by the time he turned to face them, Matt had already drew his sword._

"_Hey! HEY!" were the last words the timber wolf shouted before swiftly getting brutally sliced from the left shoulder to the bottom right oblique muscle, killing the male immediately with blood splashing out of his heavy injury. The arctic wolf was about to call for help, but only an agonizing cry escaped his muzzle when Matt jumps upward and slashes his throat, killing him almost immediately with heavy amounts of blood escaping his cleanly lacerated neck._

"_I will…."_

_**Late May, 2007**_

_Several months pass since Matt had eliminated the two wolves along the stone wall pathways leading to the government-run shrine. At this point in time, the fifteen year old's body had matured quickly, his body being toned and even showing some muscle definition through his black tank top. His attire was almost the exact same as the clothing he wore during his first kill, with the camouflage pants being a pure, dark green color. But his attire and appearance wasn't the only thing that changed as well, but the number of kills have increased significantly as well, By now, he has killed over a hundred-fifty individuals, government, civilian, even enemy clan members as well._

_Speaking of clans, Matt, along with a Iizuka and Katagai, were currently in the middle of fighting against the enemy clans who were aligned with the Neo-Bakufu, seventy enemy clan members to be precise. While Iizuka and the allied assassin had killed about twenty-five of them, Matt had the highest number of all, managing to kill about half of the enemy clan's members (and still counting) within the shortest period of time. Ten enemies remained, and at this point, they knew it was futile to continue fighting since Matt and his allies were a lot more skilled than they had anticipated. The enemies began to flee, only for the fox to slaughter them within a matter of seconds._

"_**Murder….**"_

_**February, 2008**_

_Silence fills the lush environments of the woods, nothing but the lush forests, earthly soils, and puddles of fresh blood fill the scenery. Four of the five dead enemy clan members, all of them being wolves of various types, lay dead on the early soil, the fifth hanging dead on a tree with his sword pierced right through his neck. But like the wolf hanging dead on the tree, all of the others had their own swords pierced right through their bodies as if to resemble their tombstones. Matt was walking away from the bodies of the wolves he had killed, his weapon placed inside of his sheath_

_Ever since the battle against the other enemy clans back in may of 2007, both his body had further matured and the number of kills have increased as well. His body was now of the same muscular build he is known for at the time he kills John Bellwether, along with the same attire as well, his black tight fitting long sleeve athletic shirt showing off some of his muscle definition visibly. The number of kills he has now since his first kill up to the wolves from moments ago, is about three hundred assassinations in total, committed in under two years time. And now he has managed to make a name for himself, a name in which shall never be forgotten to the enemy clans of Kawasabus._

_Battousai, the Animal Slayer…._


	5. White Plum

_**White Plum**_

Mornings wasn't the best time for many school students, particularly those who are attending high school since the students have to get up at around six in the morning in order to get ready for school on time. While almost every student in the class can do that, there are a few who cannot due to busy schedules. One such student is Matt Wilde, who has been getting up at about 7:20 in the morning most of the days due to oversleeping and nightly assassinations. And with having to report some of the assassinations to Thrandeer in person, he was sometimes known for arriving to school during the middle of first period. This morning, however, was an entirely different story. He managed to get up about half an hour earlier than usual in order to report to Thrandeer to inform him about his nightly killings, all while managing to get to first period class on time.

Although he was able to get to class on time, that didn't mean he was a morning person. No, despite having gotten a cup of espresso at the local Snarlbucks Coffee on the way, he was still dead tired. Whether the caffeine didn't work on him, the product being a cheap-ass quality, or if the nightly assassinations were starting to get to him tenfold, he did not know. However, what he did know was he had to at least stay awake and do a decent job in his classes, hoping to avoid having homework for his classes right after school.

Three days have passed since the assassination of John Bellwether, and a lot of talk was happening within the town of Kawasabus, especially in some of the classes Matt was taking at Kawasabus High School. Rumors began to spread across town that the Battousai had killed the late founder and CEO of Bellwether Enterprises. Fortunately, for Matt, the only information the people know about the killing was done by the Battousai himself. As for the identity of who the assassin really was, nobody knew, and the fox intended to make sure no one ever found out that it was he who is the Battousai, the one who murdered John.

The day has been going rather quickly for most of the students in Kawasabus High School, including high school senior, Matt Wilde. As of right now, it was the second half of fourth period Advanced Algebra class, the fox sitting at the desk in the back left corner of the room. The shirt he wore was of a jet black color, depicting Trivium's Shogun album cover on the chest and upper abdominal region of his torso. Under the shirt, he wore a tight fitting long sleeve V-neck shirt, being a slightly brighter shade of black to help contrast his T-shirt a bit, the long sleeves pulled up to his athletically built forearms. His slim bootcut jeans were of a distressed blue color, the jeans being mostly dark while sanded at the front of his thighs down to the lower parts of his knee. A few holes can be seen on the left thigh, left knee, and right thigh portions of his pants. A tan, rectangular bandage can be seen on the fox's left cheek, which covered the scar he had unexpectedly acquired from John before he had died by his hand. And fortunately, the others only assumed he had gotten the injury in an accident of some sort, thank god. Lastly, his black open toe boots cover his feet, for the most part, albeit cleaned up enough to where the scent of blood can't be traced by mammals with a stronger sense of smell.

At this time, he was partially struggling to keep awake in class, his left hand-paw being used to support his heads. His eyelids were barely three quarters open and barely even focusing what the instructor was writing on the dry erase board. Though lacking proper eye focus for the time being, due to being tired, his strong hearing made up for it, thankfully. What his eyes were able to capture was the various numbers along with A and B values being computed on the board with the use of black and blue dry erase markers. His eyes soon shift towards the professor shortly after seeing him finish writing on the board.

The math teacher himself is a six foot four inch tall golden-yellow and white furred cheetah, with dark brown spots covering most of his body. His teal eyes make an interesting color scheme to go with the golden-yellow fur on his body. His attire consists of a short sleeved light gray work shirt, a pair of dark tan slacks, and black leather shoes. His pants and shirt fit almost tightly on his body, thanks to the math teacher bearing a very well muscular body, one that can rival a lightweight bodybuilder easily. And speaking of his muscles, many of the students were intimidated by the cheetah's hulking appearance, much to the point where his presence can break up even the fiercest of fist fights. Matt leans back against his chair and began to stretch his arms, shutting his eyes and letting a silent yawn out of his muzzle. Unknown to him, that managed to get the instructor's attention and makes the professor point his right index finger towards him.

"Thank you for volunteering, Matt", the math teacher spoke with a soft grin on his face, pointing his thumb towards the board where the problem was written. Matt's eyes widen with confusion upon hearing this, having only needing to stretch his own athletic arms. But right now, he wasn't in the mood for replying, so he stands up from his chair and walks up to the board, with the instructor grabbing a stepping stool for him to use. The teacher places the stepping stool in front of the board and allows the fox to quickly step up onto the top of the stool before grabbing a black marker.

The fox looks at the problem on the board, the problem being (X+2)(X-5)(X-3). He reads the problem carefully before pulling the cap of the marker off and begins working out the problem, taking his time to both look over the problem and ensure his writing was big enough for all students to read. The process ends up taking a few minutes to solve, thanks to him being thorough about solving his problems. But in the end, however, his answer ended up being X3-6X2-4X+30. Stepping off the stool as he did, the professor looks at the work the vulpine did and examines it carefully, nodding about a minute later after rechecking the work twice.

"Very good, Matt. A job well done", the teacher replied, with the fox taking a seat at his desk and stretching his arms again. Interestingly enough, the final bell rings and many of the students, Matt included, start gathering their belongings. "Alright students, remember the Autumn Fair is this weekend, and I hope to see you guys at the fair. If not, I'll see y'all on Monday!" the cheetah finished, many of the students starting to walk out of class. Matt uses this opportunity to re-secure his long katana on his backpack, the weapon fortunately being hidden under plenty of long blankets and his black hoodie. Once it was re-secured, the fox grabs his lunch box and starts walking out of the classroom, although slightly quickly to ensure the professor doesn't spot anything odd about the item.

He manages to get out of classroom without having being questioned about the long item he had attached to his backpack. Although he wanted to avoid getting seen from some of the teachers, and possibly the cops, he was getting rather hungry. And thankful to the fact he was a pretty good cook (courteous of Thrandeer teaching him a couple years prior when he was getting his own place), he only needed to go to the student lounging area to get his food heated up.

About five long minutes of walking around, having to take a few detours to avoid being questioned about the long 'objected' that he was carrying, he enters the student lounging area and walks towards the microwave. Fortunately, the microwave was within reach, since for the most part, the smaller mammals like rabbits, foxes, and rodents had typically used the lounging area to eat in order to avoid the larger mammals. Setting his box next to the microwave, the fox grabs the microwave safe, rectangular shaped container and removes the lid, placing the container in the microwave and heating it up for a good couple minutes. The container carried grilled chicken teriyaki and stir fried yakisoba noodles inside. Yet although he was able to smell the contents he was heating up, he catches another scent heading his direction. And coincidentally enough, if he remembered correctly from his former master, Hiko, he recognized the scent that was as strikingly common as the smell of blood.

"White plum?", Matt spoke softly to himself, taking a few more sniffs before turning towards his right. And the source of the white plum scent became clear, and who it was coming from.

The source of the pleasant scent has been coming from a female rabbit entering the student lounging area of the school, the rabbit being about two feet five inches tall (not including the ears). Although shorter than the fox, he had to admit she was quite tall for her species. Her fur colors consist of a mixture of light brown and white fur, with hair bearing a mix of dark blonde and brown on top of her head. While most of her hair was tied back, her long, wavy bangs remained unbound and leaning towards the right side of her face to help give her hair an interesting, gorgeous look to it. Her articles of clothing consist of a dark red T-shirt, a pair of sanded blue skinny bootcut jeans, and a pair of black and white Chuck Taylor shoes. Her eyes were of a sapphire blue color, which shine beautifully in the right type of lighting. But one thing that made her stand out was not only her hourglass figure, but the fact that her breasts where a good DD-cup size, a very rare trait, from his understanding, for rabbits to have. And holy hell, he had to admit she looked pretty, no… beautiful! The female rabbit turns towards the fox and began to approach him, the vulpine being unaware of the microwave going off to signal his food had finished heating up.

"Excuse me, sir. Mind if I borrow the microwave", the female rabbit asked, a Newcastle based English accent apparent in her voice. That snapped the fox out of his trance before nodding.

"Oh! Right! Sure thing, ma'am", Matt replied with a soft, honest chuckle, quickly walking towards the microwave and opening the door with a press of a button.

"Thanks, lad", the English rabbit replied, the fox nodding towards her before grabbing his food with one hand-paw and his lunch box with the other.

With his lunch ready to eat, the fox walks towards one of the small sized leather couches and takes a seat on it, the sofa being suitable to fit foxes, otters, bunnies, and any other predator/prey species of a similar size. Placing the food and lunch bag onto the coffee table as he did, he sets his backpack down on the floor between the table and the couch. His hand-paws grab a pair of chop sticks he had brought with him from home. He opens the packet and snaps the attached chopsticks in two, thus allowing them to use them as eating utensils and began to eat his lunch. Yet after taking a bite of his food, he notices the same rabbit he met with moments before grabbing her own lunch and walking towards the student lounge exit. Before leaving, however, the rabbit turns to face the fox before waving at him.

"Take care, sir!" the rabbit replied, turning her attention towards the exit before walking out of the lounging area with her lunch. With the female gone, the fox continues to resume eating his lunch, albeit taking his time with his food. But not only did he take his time with his food, thoughts began to enter his mind regarding the bunny. Yet as they cross his mind, he hears his phone going off and grabs it from the phone case on his right side, noticing on the caller ID it was Iizuka calling him during school. He presses the answer button on the touch screen and places the phone on the right side of his face.

"Iizuka, I'm at school right now. What's up?" Matt asked calmly, yet bore a slightly annoyed tone due to him calling during school.

"I wouldn't be calling around this time if it was nothing important", Iizuka replied over the phone. "But it seems today is another story. I wanted to let you know our base of operations has temporarily been relocated to the Kawasabus Shrine Inn at the shopping district".

"Is there anything else I need to know?" The fox asked with a curious tone of voice, looking around the lounging area while eating his lunch.

"As of right now, there isn't anything else we need to tell you", Iizuka answered calmly over the other line. "But once I find out about something, I'll find you around town to let you know in person", he added. "Talk to ya soon", and with that, the tanuki hung up on the other line and nick places his phone back into the phone case on the right side of his body, a pair of chop sticks being used to help the fox consume his food once more. Whatever the assignment was, he will find out soon enough.

* * *

><p><em><strong>The Shopping District, four hours later<strong>_

The outdoor shopping district is currently filled with large numbers of mammals ranging from various species, from the biggest of predators to the smallest of prey. Soft chatter can be heard amongst one another, which the volume was roughly a little lower than a massive number of students eating in a cafeteria. The clothing that the animals wore were of an interesting mix of Japanese and western cultures, ranging from the typical jeans and T-shirt, to the more traditional clothing like kimono shirts and hakama pants. But despite the differences with the articles of clothing, the entire district had one major similarity: business.

Walking along the pathway was none other than Matt Wilde himself, dressed in almost the exact clothing, with the exception of the Trivium shirt he wore earlier. Not only that, but the bandage that covered the scar on his left cheek had been removed as well, perhaps to let it air out. About an hour earlier, he had dropped off most of his belongings and removed the band shirt, since the weather, to him, was a bit warm for wearing two shirts. Since his long sleeved, tight fitting V-neck shirt was breathable, along with bearing a cooler feel to them, he decided to wear that shirt alone instead, despite his muscle definition being seen through the material. But before leaving home, he attached his sword on the left side of his body, the sheath being attached to his silver studded belt.

The fox's ears flickered to the sound of other people chatting with one another, whether it be about how pleasant the warm weather was, how they were gonna sell their produce in the rural outdoor markets, to even talking about personal matters as well. Continuing to walk along the path, passing by various mammals from a different number of species, he began looking around the various shops to see what they all carried, most of them being selling different types of food, a few clothing and homemade jewelry shops, even a weapons shop carrying nothing but swords and knives on the table. Before he could check out the weapons shop, however, his ears flicker to the sound of almost synchronized movements, and they were headed towards his direction. It wasn't long before the other mammals quickly hide within the safety of the outdoor shops or at least got out of the way.

Looking up as he did, he discovered the source of the sound and quickly enters one of the outdoor shops, hiding behind the curtains and looking towards the large group passing by. The large group consisted entirely of canines. While most of them were wolves, there were a couple foxes, German Shepherds, and even a couple of fox/wolf hybrids as well. Every canine in the group was wearing very identical clothing, which consists of a tight fitting, sky blue colored short sleeved shirt, with the shirts being tucked into their cool gray hakama pants. Each member had a sheathed katana attached to the left sides of their body, which were held by their cloth belts. Black, leather fingerless gloves covered their hand-paws, with similarly colored samurai gauntlets covering their forearms and the back of their hand-paws. Lastly, all of the members wore open toe combat boots on them, with colors ranging between black and brown.

Matt continues to examine the mysterious group for a moment before a sense of familiarity began to settle in his mind. He recognized these warriors as the Neo-Shinsengumi, which the group was a modern day revival of the original Shinsengumi special police force from Kyoto roughly a hundred fifty years ago. While many of them looked like common soldiers, an arctic wolf in the middle stood out from the rest of them. He noticed the wolf's long, raven black hair was tied back with a similarly colored ponytail, with only four forelock bangs that were sticking out similar to cockroach antennae. The male appeared to be about the age of twenty-five. His eyes formerly looked towards the pathway in front of him, yet soon shift towards Matt's direction. He may have not seen him directly, but the wolf managed to catch the scent of a smell that was as common as white plum.

The folf next to the wolf had noticed this almost right off the bat, turning his attention towards him before looking up at him curiously. He was roughly about the same age as the arctic wolf, yet bore the appearance to that of a seventeen year old. His medium-long brown hair was tied back with a black ponytail, with the exception of his bangs.

"Is something troubling you, Master?" the folf asked with a curious tone in his voice.

"I smell blood, Okita", the wolf answered with a calm, suspicious tone in his voice, making the folf, Okita, look at him with a surprised look on his face.

"Huh?" Okita replied with the same surprised tone his expression was bearing. Yet shortly after this, he began chuckling a bit nervously before shutting his eyes. "Oh, it must be your warlord mind playing tricks on you, master Saito", the folf commented with a nervous chuckle, yet the wolf wasn't pleased with the hybrid's comment.

"Okita", Saito began, closing his eyes while he spoke as Okita opens his own set.

"Yes, master", Okita quickly replied,.

"Choose your words carefully as though your life depended on them pleasing me", Saito finished, with the folf next to him closing his eyes and nodding in a moderate, repetitive pace.

"Oh, yes, yes, yes, yes", Okita replied as he and the others continue walking along the trail in the shopping district, the path leading directly towards the parking lot. Moments later, people began walking out of their hiding places and continue on with their daily lives, almost like the Neo-Shinsengumi never had passed through to begin with. Matt walks out of his spot and looks towards the departing gang, letting out a soft sigh from his muzzle.

"Look at that…." A voice spoke from behind the fox, with Matt turning his head towards his left and noticing Iizuka arriving next to him. "Its like they own the market", the tanuki commented calmly, albeit disdainfully, before grabbing a hold of his shoulder with his right arm. "You're needed tonight", he said to the fox, with the vulpine giving him a soft nod before turning to face the direction where he had came from earlier, the same direction the Neo-Shinsengumi group departed towards.

"I understand", Matt replied calmly, his eyes slightly narrowing towards the direction he came. Iizuka sniffs the air a bit before turning to his left.

"Is that perfume I smell?" Iizuka asked, snapping the fox out of his trance before he, too, notices the scent Iizuka caught. Not just any scent, however, but a scent he immediately recognized.

"White plum, I believe", Matt replied calmly, the tanuki's eyes turning to face the vulpine next to him.

"I'm surprised you know these things", Iizuka admitted, but his eyes soon manage to catch a glimpse of a light brown and white furred rabbit carrying a crate of carrots towards the booth, placing some of them into the basket next to the basket containing blueberries. "Look at her", the tanuki commented with a soft grin forming on his face. As soon as Matt turns to face the direction Iizuka was looking towards, he spots the female rabbit and immediately recognizes her right off the bat.

It was the same light brown and white furred rabbit he had bumped into during lunch hour at school, watching her finishing placing the appropriate number of carrots inside of the basket next to the blueberries. The only difference he notices about her were the articles of clothing she was wearing. The top she wore is a fern green tank top, which was interestingly tasteful enough to show off a bit of her cleavage. Her black short workout shorts fit almost tightly around those curvy hips of hers, white stripes running down along the sides of her shorts. Lastly, a pair of black and white Chuck Taylor shoes occupy her feet, the sames ones he saw her wear earlier.

"Not bad at all..." Iizuka said with a grin, watching the rabbit pulling up a chair and taking a seat on it, as if the booth she occupied was open for business. Iizuka turns to face the fox next to him, noticing the fox looking directly towards the female rabbit with a light blush on his face. "Got the hots for her, I see?" he commented with a widening grin on his muzzle, making the vulpine snap out of his trance and gaze directly at the tanuki with an annoyed expression.

"Iizuka!" Matt exclaimed, a few chuckles escaping from the tanuki's muzzle.

"Well, who would've thought a predator like you would have the hots for prey like her", Iizuka commented with a comical grin on his face, the fox's blush getting redder by the second and his expression becoming more annoyed towards the tanuki. However, Iizuka pats his back and began walking away from the scene. "We'll talk again later tonight", he said to the fox before leaving the scene, rushing out of the shopping district and leaving Matt there to himself.

Now the fox was left there to himself, he takes a few steps towards the direction he had originally planned on heading towards, wanting to continue towards the direction where the Neo-Shogunate had come from. But his feet refused to move any longer, and his eyes turn towards the booth the rabbit had occupied. He began to examine the booth a bit closely, noticing the huge table cloth bearing the 'Hopps Family Farm' logo on it, making him cock a curious brow upon seeing the name of the booth.

"Hopps Family Farm, huh…?" Matt wondered in his mind, placing his left hand-paw inside of the corresponding pocket, his right moving towards his chin and began stroking it softly. "If I recall correctly, that's a family owned business in the town of Bunnyburrow, just a couple hundred miles away from Zootopia", he recalled in his mind before starting to debate if whether or not he wanted to check the place out (and perhaps have a bit of a chat with the rabbit he met with). But it seems his question was answered with an obvious growl inside of his stomach, making the fox sigh softly before letting a couple chuckles escape his mouth. "Heh, looks like I'll be checking out the Hopps Family Farm's booth after all", he concluded to himself with a rub on the back of his head, placing his free hand-paw inside of his other pocket and starts walking towards the booth right across the dirt road.

Approaching the booth as he did, the fox notices a rather large number of crates in the back of the large shack that was occupied by the business. Various labels were placed on them, roughly half of them being carrots while the others were labeled as apples, blueberries, onions, garlic, and a few other fruits and vegetables. But despite seeing all of this, he notices a portable oven plugged in at the back of the shop, which was attached to the wall adjacent to the wall where the boxes were aligned. Speaking of the oven, he caught a smell of a fresh blueberry pie being cooked, the scent bearing an intoxicating sensation for him. That definitely caught his interest during his time in the district and helped brighten his mood. The fox arrives to the booth and began to look at the items being displayed on the table, the fruits and vegetables looking like they were freshly picked from a garden.

"Ah, hello there again, sir!" the English-born female rabbit Matt met earlier greeted, snapping the fox's attention and making him turn towards her. "How can I help you, sir?" she asked, leaning her body forward and her sapphire blue eyes looking up to his emerald green ones.

"Oh, uh…?" Matt began, rubbing the back of his head before beginning to browse around the baskets filled with food. "Well, I was browsing around the shopping district earlier to get some fresh air, but it seems my stomach is requiring some fuel, and here I am", the fox replied with a slight chuckle in his voice. "Would it be possible to order a small slice of pie along with one basket of mixed fruits?" he asked, pointing towards one of the baskets on the left side of the shack behind the bunny, which carry a mixture of various types of applies, packaged blueberries, and a few peaches and mangoes. The female turns towards the basket he pointed at before looking back at him with a nod.

"Of course!" the rabbit replied before standing up from her seat and walking towards the basket, raising her feet up a bit to help reach the basket without any problem. Grabbing the basket as she did, the female walks back to the front with the basket in hand before placing it in front of the fox, the male reaching behind him for his wallet before pulling it out of his right back pocket. "Here ya go, sir. Though it may take another seven minutes for the pie to cook, plus a few more for it to cool off. Is that alright?" she asked.

"Sure", Matt replied following a soft nod, opening his wallet and examining the amount of bills he had inside. "How much is the order ms…"

"Jenny, Jenny Bunni", the rabbit, Jenny, replied before offering her right hand-paw to shake. The fox softly smiles towards the rabbit before grabbing hers with the corresponding hand-paw. "And your order will be about seven dollars and fifty cents", she added.

"Likewise, Jenny. The name's Matt Wilde", Matt replied, grabbing a ten from his wallet and handing it to her and shaking her hand-paw right after wards. "And I must admit your full name has a nice ring to it", he complemented, causing Jenny to giggle warmly before pulling her hand-paw away from his.

"Thanks", Jenny replied before looking towards her left, noticing a few wolves passing by that were dressed identical to the large group that passed by only a few minutes ago, losing her soft smile in the process. "Though I am curious about something", she began, placing the ten inside of the cashier register before grabbing two dollars and fifty cents from it, handing the fox his change and allowing him to place it inside his wallet. "Who was that large group that passed by here a few minutes ago?" the female asked, the fox turning towards the direction and noticing a few wolves right across the dirt road, seeing them entering and browsing in the weapons shop while he placed his wallet back inside the back right pants pocket.

"Ah, those guys…." Matt replied following a soft shrug, shaking his head before turning to face the rabbit at the table. "They're members of the Neo-Shinsengumi group, a group consisting of modern day samurais who serve as a revival for the original Shinsengumi police force", he explained, with Jenny nodding with understanding.

"Right, I've learned about the Shinsengumi during my seventh grade history class in Newcastle a year prior to moving into the US.", Jenny claimed. "And if I recall correctly, the Shinsengumi were a special police force organized by the Bakufu during Japan's Bakumatsu period in 1864", she continued, the fox nodding towards her words in response to her words. "But what I don't understand is why there's a revival group of the Shinsengumi in Kawasabus, Ohio, of all places", the rabbit added.

"I'm not entirely sure myself, though I think it may have to do with the level of violence this town can get", Matt claimed, with Jenny nodding before looking down towards the item he carried on his left side.

"Which I'm guessing is the reason why you're carrying a sword on you right now?" Jenny asked out of curiosity, unsure of the real reason why he was carrying it in the first place. Matt turns to his sheathed sword and grabs a hold of the sheath and moving it up a bit following a nod, then lowers it and turns his attention back to the rabbit.

"Pretty much, though I primarily wear it to keep any bandits off my tail or scare assailants off", Matt answered. "Though if needed, I can also use it for self-defense purposes", the fox added, the rabbit giving him an understanding nod upon hearing this. Yet after the fox answered, the rabbit notices the slash scar on the left side of his face.

"Though now that we mention it, Matt, what happened to your face?" Jenny asked, standing up and moving her right hand-paw towards his cheek. However, the fox quickly, yet calmly, takes a small step back from her with unexpected surprise, Matt's eyes widening slightly towards the rabbit after she reached for his scar. He wasn't surprised she asked, but he didn't expect her to raise her hand-paw towards his left cheek. Jenny immediately withdrew her hand-paw right after seeing him take a step back, tilting her head down and lowering her ears apologetically. "Sorry… I shouldn't have asked", she apologized, but Matt places a reassuring hand-paw on her shoulder before smiling softly.

"Don't worry about it, Jenny. It's no big deal", Matt replied reassuringly, the rabbit's head moving up to look at him with a soft smile in return. But now that she asked, how was he gonna answer her without it sounding suspicious? He wondered for a second, but quickly came up with a proper answer in his mind. "As for my injury, I got attacked by a few goons in an alleyway a few nights ago", Matt answered half-honestly, having gotten struck in the face by one of his targets Tuesday night. Jenny loses her smile upon hearing this, her eyes widening at this as well "I'm grateful I was able to get out of there before I ended up in the hospital or dead, though." the fox claimed before moving his left hand-paw to the back of his head and began rubbing it for a moment, only to place both of his hand-paws inside of his pants pocket. Jenny was about to say something else, but a loud DING from the oven managed to beat her at that.

"Oh, it looks like the blueberry pies are ready!" Jenny exclaimed and prepared to get up. However, she, along with Matt, notices a female rabbit approaching the oven.

The rabbit at the oven bore gray and light gray fur throughout her body, with black tips on her ears. Her clothing consists of a short sleeve pink flannel shirt along with a pair of blue stonewashed jeans, which fit comfortably tight around her hips and thighs, yet bore a slight bootcut from the bottom of her knees to her feet. Unlike Jenny and Matt, she didn't wear any shoes whatsoever, yet this was of no surprise since some mammals choose to refrain or don't need to wear them.

"Judy, can you grab the pies out of the oven and cut a slice out for the customer for me once they're cooled off?" Jenny asked, the other rabbit turning around to nod at the two. Although surprised to see the customer being a fox, she does softly smile at the sight of Jenny having a conversation with the fox. Placing a couple of oven mitts onto her hand-paws, she quickly opens the oven door and grabs the two blueberry pies and places them on the tray next to it. She closes the oven door and began to cut the pies with the carving knife next to it.

"So how long have you been working with the Hopps Family Farm?" Matt asked with a curious tone while moving his arms upward, stretching them a bit before placing his hand-paws behind his head. He recalled having been to the family farm before with his late mother a few times, the last visit being a few months before his mother's death.

"I started working with Judy and her father, Stu, back in July after helping them around their place for a bit in order to help them make some extra money for their family back in their hometown", Jenny answered while Matt continues to look at the rabbit and nod with genuine interest. "I've met them back in June when they temporarily moved down from Bunnyburrow to Kawasabus, which coincidentally enough, moved into a house across the street from mine. I tend to help them whenever they need me to, and they asked me to come here after school to help them with their booth", the rabbit finished. And right as she did, Matt turns to the right a bit and notices Judy arriving to the front with a paper plate holding a piece of pie, a large fork placed next to it.

"Here you go, sir", Judy said, the fox taking the plate with his right hand-paw before placing his left forearm under the basket strap, allowing him to carry his basket while he could eat.

"Thanks, Ma'am", Matt replied with a thankful nod before grabbing the fork and cutting a slice to eat. Before putting the cut piece into his muzzle, however, he places the plate on the booth and grabs his phone from his phone case. "Oh, and before I forget, Jenny, is it alright if I get your digits?" he asked, the light brown and white furred rabbit's eyes widening a bit with surprise. However, she smiles softly and nods towards him, grabbing her white ICarrot 3G phone and pulling up her number, turning it over and allowing him to copy her number into his contacts. He saves the contact and pulls up his number, showing it to Jenny before she starts copying his digits onto her phone. She gives the fox a soft hug before pulling way a second later. "Let's talk again sometime", the fox spoke with a soft smile on his muzzle before grabbing his plate and turning towards the direction where he was originally heading, departing from the place and eating his pie slowly on the way.

"Talk to you soon, Matt!" Jenny replied, her tone being happy to the point where she was smiling noticeably. Judy pulls up a chair and began to have a conversation with the other female rabbit, with Jenny telling her about the conversation she's had with the fox. And while the late afternoon has brightened from it, tonight would be an entirely different story…

* * *

><p><em><strong>Inside Matt's hotel room, 9:30 pm<strong>_

Everything was quiet inside Matt Wilde's hotel room with the exception of the HDTV playing. The room also being clean for the most part, since there were a couple empty boxes of Japanese food on the coffee table, having ordered some chicken teriyaki along with thick ramen noodles with steamed veggies earlier. Hell, for a hotel room, even for a fox like him, it was surprisingly the same size of a one room apartment. The sliding door leading to his bedroom was on the left of him the entrance to his hotel being on the right.

The fox's attire was now different from what he had worn earlier. Although the tight fitting shirt and the gloves he wore on this hand-paws remained, his bottoms were another story. Instead of wearing the sanded blue denim jeans he wore at home, he now wore a pair of monochrome camouflage cargo pants, the leg openings being tucked inside of his black, open toe boots.

The HDTV in the bedroom was currently displaying the Kawasabus news channel, the news anchors having talked about the large number of assassinations around the area. Although the count continues to rise, the main one that they continued to talk about was the death of John Bellwether and how his death was affecting both the lives of those who knew him along with his employees at Bellwether Enterprises. The fox rolls his eyes upon hearing this before grabbing the TV remote on the coffee table, turning the TV off before placing it back on the coffee table next to a bottle of saki. Now that he sees the bottle, he grabs a hold of a small shot glass next it before grabbing the bottle itself, pouring himself a small portion of the alcoholic beverage before placing the bottle on the table. He was about to drink the small bit of saki in his shot glass before hearing a voice coming from the hallway, causing him to cease his actions.

"Its frightening! How could anybody feel safe when a whole army of killers can march down the street like that?!" A female voice said in the hallway, loud enough for Matt to hear thanks to his keen hearing. He finally raises his glass and quickly drinks the alcoholic liquid, the saki traveling from his mouth down to his stomach immediately. He leans forward and grabs the bottle a second time, pouring himself another glass before placing the bottle back down.

"My cousin told me that the Neo-Shogunate is executing anybody they suspected of being a patriot. It terrifies me!", another female voice claimed, the fox raising his shot glass to where he can see the liquid eye level. But the more he looked at it, something didn't seem right about it at all. The taste of it didn't seem right about the beverage one bit, Was it tasteless, or did it taste like blood? That he didn't know. But this did make him remember something his former master once said to him…

* * *

><p><em><strong>Within the lake near the Hiten Mitsurugi Dojo, April, 2005<strong>_

_It was on a cool, spring night at the lake near the Dojo, with Hiko Seijuro and his pupil, thirteen year old Matt Wilde, both of which who were staring at the stars above. The wolf had a bottle of saki attached to his left forearm, and a small cup held in the corresponding hand-paw. He was dressed in his usual attire since the day Matt had met him. As for Matt, on the other hand, he was sitting on the stone rock wearing a midnight blue short sleeved athletic shirt, black fingerless gloves, and camouflage cargo pants, with the leg openings being tucked into the black open toe boots. The fox's eyes shift towards the wolf upon hearing him clearing his throat, as if to grab the teen kit's attention._

"_Spring brings Cherry blossoms to comfort you, the summer stars, the harvest moon in fall, and the powdered snow in winter. All of these things, and the promise of them is what makes saki taste so good", Hiko explained to his pupil before raising the small cup and drinking the alcoholic contents inside. He turns to face his student before grinning softly, raising his up and . "One day, you will understand this, and then I shall pour saki for the both of us", the wolf finished, the fox continuing to gaze at him for another moment before tilting his head upward, looking at the night sky above and watching the beauty of its stars._

* * *

><p><em><strong>Inside the hotel room, October 2nd, 2009<strong>_

Silence continues to fill the air inside of the hotel room, with Matt continuing to gaze towards his own reflection through the shot glass filled with saki. His eyes stare at the liquid with a calm, stern look in them. But with a simple DING going off on his phone, that snapped the vulpine out of his gaze and makes him place the shot glass on the table again. Pulling out his phone with a right hand-paw, he slides his thumb across several directions to unlock his phone before opening his messages. And the message itself had come from one the examiner of executions.

"_The time's come, Matt. Be sure to bring an Umbrella with ya just in case, though_", was what Iizuka's text message said before Matt presses the top button to lock his phone, placing it back in its case before standing up from the couch. He grabs his sword from behind the bottle of saki and attaches it on the left side of his body before turning towards the door, walking towards the exit and grabbing the black umbrella on the way out. Grabbing the key card to his hotel room and placing it inside of his wallet, he places his wallet inside his back pocket and walks out of the room, shutting the door behind him as he left.

The text message Matt received from Iizuka did not lie about the weather, the rain pouring down heavily in the shopping district. He was grateful to receive this knowledge prior to heading out, or otherwise would've been soaking wet. Not like he was getting wet on parts of his body as it is. However, regardless of the weather conditions, Matt continues to walk along concrete roads, the clouded moonlight serving as his light source and his nocturnal vision serving as his guide. The rain may have been hitting the ground hard, but that will not stop the fox from walking towards the destination where his next targets lie.…

* * *

><p><strong>AN**: Hey guys! Here's another installment of Zootopia X! While I was working on this chapter, I had to do a bit of Rurouni Kenshin and a bit of Japanese research regarding the shogunate, shinsengumi, and a couple other things here and there to make sure the info was as accurate as possible.

Anyways, I hope you guys like the fanfic so far! Be sure to give a review on how it's turning out so far if y'all want to ^^.


	6. Bloody Rain

_**Bloody Rain**_

Rain pours heavily within the shopping district of Kawasabus, Ohio, the moonlight being covered by the thick rain clouds in the sky. Hardly a single sound can be heard due to the heavy rain pouring down onto the wet concrete… or that would be the case right until now that is. The sound of a person's soft, agonizing cries can be heard within an alleyway several blocks away from the Kawasabus Shrine Inn, only for a moment before they went silent. And a deadly diagonal slash with a blade had sought to that.

The three victims that were assassinated were all ocelots, roughly being around the ages of twenty-nine to thirty-seven. The victims' clothing were the exact same, consisting of a brown, tight fitting shirt along with a pair of sanded blue hakama pants. Black high top, open toe boots covered the dead group's foot-paws, much like a pair of fingerless gloves covered their hand-paws. Based on the articles of clothing, the victims looked identical to an assassin from another clan, yet were either too weak to put up a fight against his opponent, or never saw him coming. Either way, the ocelot's katana was pierced right through their chests, the handle of the blade sticking up as if to resemble graves.

As for the one who dealt the deathly deed to the three enemy clan members was none other than Matt Wilde himself, who's blade was sheathed after the killings. He held an umbrella with his right hand-paw to keep the rain from dropping onto his body, while his left held a rag against the scar on his left cheek. Since he had gotten that injury, his scar bled profusely after every assassination he committed. And according to Iizuka, the tanuki walking next to Matt on his right, he claimed the victim whom gave the fox his scar was seeking revenge even in death. Whether or not it was true, he was unsure. Though speaking of Iizuka, he was rather pleased with the outcome of the killings, much to the point where he began stroking his own jaw.

"You are a master of the art, Matt. Three mammals down and not a single drop of blood on you", Iizuka began. "Lets go get some sake and celebrate".

"No thanks", Matt replied calmly, having had some saki earlier and didn't exactly like the taste of it tonight. Iizuka was a bit surprised to hear this, yet nonetheless chuckles softly before turning to face him.

"I see", Iizuka began before turning towards the front, retaining a soft grin on his muzzle. "We'll I'll go ahead and drink a few for you then. See ya later", and with those words, the tanuki starts walking away from the scene and into the night, his sights heading to the bar to have himself some shots of high quality saki.

With Matt now left to himself, the fox began walking back towards the hotel with the intention of taking it easy for tonight. Since it was on a weekend, he can probably make some plans for himself and perhaps manage his time between hanging out with Jenny again and his assassination assignments. Those thoughts that crossed his mind definitely brought a soft, barely noticeable smile on his muzzle. But unaware to the fox, a pair of malicious yellow eyes have been watching him from a distance, waiting for the right moment to execute his own plans.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Inside the Inn Penthouse<strong>_

The sound of Instrumental Japanese music can be heard within the Inn's penthouse, the room in which served as Thrandeer Katzuma's room and base of operations. Inside the bedroom bore three occupants inside: Thrandeer Katzuma himself, Katagai, and a red and white furred female, nine tailed kitsune who was acting both as the maid and a musician. While Thrandeer and Katagai were dressed in their usual outfits, the female kitsune was dressed in a dark purple kimono dress with a light blue kimono ribbon wrapped around her torso, particularly just above her hips. Her long, fur-matching hair was tied back with a dark purple ribbon along with a few similarly colored, delicately decorated hair pins to add a bit of decoration to her hairdo. The instrument she was playing was a ruan, which was a circular, four string Chinese instrument with a short neck and four long tuning machines. The body color was an amber color along with two fox head shaped carvings on the body, one on the left and the other on the right. She was currently playing a soft melody on the ruan when the male deer began to speak.

"Its been almost four years now", Thrandeer began, the female kitsune plucking on one of the strings with her fingers. "His body has grown, yet his body remained the same as it always was", the deer claimed, turning away from Katagai for a moment to drink the cup of sake, raising his small cup to his mouth and drinking the contents quickly before turning. "He doesn't display the stain of his actions on his conscience", the buck added.

"Then the boy is lucky", Katagai claimed.

"No", Thrandeer began. "It means that there's a hidden part of him that knows what he has been doing. It will surface, and then devour him", the buck finished, pouring himself another glass of saki at the same moment the female kitsune ceased her playing. The finger she was using to pluck the strings rests on the topmost string, her content face quickly becoming one full of unexpected shock. She gasped softly at what Thrandeer had said regarding Matt. Was Thrandeer right about what he said about Matt? She wasn't sure. But right now, all she could do at the moment was stare at them as the two men continue to have a conversation with one another in silence….

* * *

><p><em><strong>Within a local bar, Shopping District<strong>_

A large number of voices can be heard within a local bar, which was located just a couple blocks from the Kawasabus Shrine Inn, and roughly five to six blocks away from where the recent assassinations have occurred. A huge number of mammals, predator and prey alike, were inside the bar relaxing drinking various types of alcoholic beverages, whether it be the soft ones like lager, or the harder ones like vodka. But for the most part, many of the customers inside were drinking sake.

Near the back of the bar, three rabbits were sitting at a prey sized table to accommodate their species, drinking their beverages while conversing with one another. Two of the rabbits were female while the third one, coincidentally the eldest of them, was male. The two females were Judy Hopps of Bunnyburrow and Jenny Bunni of Newcastle, England, both of whom were dressed in the same attire from when they worked at the booth earlier. Judy had an order of water while Jenny, on the other hand, had an order of a fruit-mixed sake in a shot glass. The male himself, interestingly enough, had ordered a carrot flavored lager, which unlike Jenny's beverage, which was in a shot glass, his was in a dark brown glass bottle.

The male was a rabbit bearing fur colors identical to Jenny's, but with a slightly darker, slightly paler brown fur tone for the main fur color, yet the secondary bore a tan color instead of the white fur Jenny had for the secondary color. He was somewhere within his mid forties to early fifties. His eyes were of a light brown color, where Jenny's were a sapphire blue. His clothing consists of a pair of blue denim overalls along with a light green plaid shirt being worn under the overalls. The sleeves of his plaid shirt were rolled up a little past his elbows. A white shirt can be seen underneath the plaid shirt, most likely used as an undershirt to help reduce the amount of sweat from working. A green four leaf clover patch can be seen attached to the front pocket of his overall's. On his head, he wore a green colored hat with a carrot patch sewn on the front of his hat. Coincidentally enough, the beverage he had ordered was a carrot flavored lager, which unlike Jenny's beverage, which was in a shot glass, his was in a dark brown glass bottle.

The three rabbits have been there for the past hour now, casually conversing with each other and drinking their alcoholic beverages (minus Judy, as she had ordered a water earlier). The male rabbit was only currently drinking one beer, while Jenny on the other hand had drunk roughly about seven shots of sake within the hour they were there. She was already somewhat intoxicated because of the amount of alcohol she drank, yet she was still coherent enough to recognize the environment around her. While the sweet flavor of the beverage was enjoyable, she couldn't have anymore, or else she would end up getting drunk to the point she couldn't think or walk properly. Standing up from the table and grabbing her umbrella as she did, the rabbit began to walk towards the front before feeling someone placing a concerned hand-paw onto her shoulder.

"Where ya going, Jenny?" the male rabbit asked, a concerned tone in his country accented voice. The English rabbit turns her head to the right and looks at him, her eyes mostly open and a faint blush on her face. It wasn't a blush from that of a shy woman, but one to signify one's intoxication, faint or strongly apparent.

"I need to head home, Stu…" Jenny answered, which her speech was surprisingly not slurred despite the alcohol in her system. The male rabbit, identified as Stu, looks towards her with a concerned look on his face. Jenny began to grab her wallet from her back pocket, but the male rabbit grabs her wrist gently as if to stop her, causing Jenny to look at him with a curious look on her face. "What… what are you-"

"You don't worry about a thing, Jenny. I got this", Stu interrupted with a soft smile on his face before removing his hand-paw away from her wrist. Judy stands up from her seat and pulls her high school friend into a soft hug.

"You go on ahead and get home, Jen. Dad and I will call you sometime tomorrow", Judy said before pulling away from the hug, the English rabbit looking at the two before nodding softly. Turning to face Stu, she wraps her arms around him softly before pulling away a moment later. Turning away from the two rabbits before her, she began walking out of the bar without bumping into anything, albeit sluggishly because of the alcohol in her system. The moment she steps out of the bar was when the rabbit pulls her umbrella out and begins walking home, the rain dropping both rapidly and heavily on the ground in the silence of night.

* * *

><p><em><strong>At the alleyway near the assassination site<strong>_

The rain continues to pour heavily in the quiet tranquility of night, with a male vulpine walking along the alleyway to continue with his path. He remained silent throughout the walk, and his eyes remain as as alert as a fox hunting his prey. His left hand-paws holds the handle of his sword as if he were expecting an attack at any moment, using the umbrella to keep his eyes. His green eyes remain focused on what was in front of him with the exception of occasionally looking at both his left and right. A light rustling sound goes off in the west, the fox's ears flickering slightly and causing him to turn towards the same direction. Narrowing his nocturnal eyes as he did, he focuses on where the sound had come from. But upon seeing nothing but the rustling of the leaves, he turns his head back to the front and silently continues walking back to the hotel several blocks away.

Unbeknownst to Matt, at the entrance to another alley up ahead on the right, a lone figure hides silently against the wall out of the fox's view. The lone figure in the shadows was a white furred Siberian tiger with black stripes on most parts of his body. He was dressed in what appears to be a modern take on a ninja outfit, the top consisting a long sleeve tight fitting black shirt with a sleeveless dark gray kimono shirt worn on top of it. The dark gray muzzle mask the tiger wore covers his muzzle through its entirety, with over a dozen small, pencil thick holes cut to allow the male to breathe. His cargo harem pants matched the same color as his sleeveless kimono shirt, the leg openings tucked in a pair of black combat boots, which were not open toe like Matt's were. Lastly, a pair of dark gray leather gauntlets were worn on his forearms, the gauntlets going from his muscular forearms up to the back of his hand-paws.

In the tiger's hand-paws were two katanas, which a thick, long chain was attached to one another by the ends of the handles. The swords themselves were proportionate to the owner's size, the tiger being roughly about six feet six inches tall and the swords being about three and a half feet in length. With these in hand, the tiger looks to the right and watches his opponent coming towards his direction. He waited for the right moment to execute his plans, with each passing second passing nearly as long as minutes. With the widening of his eyes, the tiger suddenly throws one of the swords towards the fox and slashes the umbrella in half. Although he destroyed the umbrella, the blade failed to strike the fox at all, thanks to the fox's keen vision. Nonetheless, the fox draws his sword with his right hand-paw and grips onto the handle of his weapon tightly, all while the mysterious assassin pulls on the chain to bring his blade back to him.

"Neo-Shinsengumi?" Matt asked with a calmly stern tone, examining the clothing for a moment before narrowing his eyes. "No, you're a hired assassin like me", the fox added, remaining where he was at without making another move. No, his eyes were on the other assassin a good several meters right across from him. From the moment he saw him, he knew a battle was bound to be inevitable….

* * *

><p><em><strong>Inside Thrandeer's penthouse, about the same time<strong>_

Japanese music can be heard within the thin walls of the Japanese-themed penthouse, with similarly instrumental music continuing to be played by the female kitsune herself. As pleasant as the music was, all three of them knew the pleasantries wouldn't last much longer. Katagai proves his point by grabbing his sheathed sword and beginning to stand up onto his feet-paws, the bear needing to head out of the room.

"I must return to the other mammals tonight", Katagai said, now standing on his feet-paws and turns towards the male buck next to him.

"Of course, Katagai", Thrandeer replied with a nod.

"We'll hold Miyabe's rebels for the time being", Katagai spoke while the female kitsune stands up and walks towards the sliding door, pulling it open gently enough to where the bear could leave.

"Be wary of the Neo-Shinsengumi faction", Thrandeer warned calmly.

"Yes sir", and with those words escaping Katagai's mouth as the bear walks out of the penthouse, the female kitsune closing the sliding door before turning to face the deer inside.

"You've talked all night", the female kitsune commented, a soft, content smile on her muzzle.

"Enough for an entire lifetime", Thrandeer responded.

"Would you like more sake?" the kitsune maid asked, making the buck close his eyes and shake his head.

"No, I cannot taste it", Thrandeer answered calmly, yet continues to hold the small cup of sake in his hand-paws. The female gasps softly upon hearing what he said before beginning to approach him.

"Are you feeling alright?" the female kitsune asked, the clan leader's eyes reopening and turning towards her directions.

"Against mad mammals, the struggle will never end", Thrandeer answered following a heavy shrug, placing the small cup of sake onto the coffee table. Standing up from the mat as he did, the buck turns towards his bedroom and opens the sliding door. "If you need me, I will be resting in my room", the buck added right before closing the door behind him and turning off the lights inside, leaving the female kitsune to herself in the living room portion of the penthouse.

* * *

><p><em><strong>At the alleyway near the assassination site<strong>_

It was the calm before the storm, a strong, fierce amount of tension fills the air as rain continues to pour heavily in the darkest of night. The clouds in the sky have now thickened to the point where not even the moonlight can be seen at the alley. Two pairs of eyes gaze towards one another, those of a tiger and that of Matt Wilde. Both male predators were silent, their grips tightening around the handles of their swords.

Battle between one another was now inevitable, and both men knew this the moment they crossed paths with each other, the moment the tiger had attempted to strike him with one of the chained katanas. The two predators stared at each other for what seems to be hours to them, not a single move made despite the amount of violent buildup of energy that was forming between the two. Then it explodes with a violent roar, the ninja assassin suddenly throwing the same sword he used to destroy the fox's umbrella towards the fox himself. But Matt was no idiot, however, for he swings his own sword horizontally to the left as means to block the attack effortlessly, thus knocking the ninja's right katana away from him. The tiger quickly pulls the chain towards him and brings his own sword back to him, tightening his grip on both handles of his blades.

All of the sudden, the ninja starts sprinting towards the fox at a rather extreme pace, nearly matching the pace to that of a bullet fired from a gun. But that didn't intimidate the fox at all. No! That further ignited the swordsman's spirit within him. The fox's eyes narrow slightly towards the ravenous ninja before suddenly darting towards his opponent in a similar pace. Blades start clashing against one another, the loud clinking sounds repeating with blow after blow. Both warriors were bound to kill the other, yet the victor will be decided at the right moment based on their actions.

All of the sudden, the tiger jumps a good several meters away from the fox before jumping onto the roof of the one story stone buildings across from the stone wall. Matt follows in pursuit and began swinging his blade against the ninja assassin's own, jumping from one room to another as the two continue to fight. The feline assassin notices a five story building resembling a pagoda within the next couple of blocks and quickly jumps roof to roof in order to get to his destination. Like before, the fox remains in hot pursuit and continues to strike his opponent swiftly despite the feline blocking the attacks easily.

Arriving to the pagoda building as the tiger did, he jumps onto the second story roof, then to the third, and before he knew it, they were on the top of the fifth and final story roof. The two were constantly clashing blades against one another on the way up there, yet upon arriving the fifth story roof, the two ceased their movements with their swords at hand. They remained as still like they have only moments ago, almost as if both warriors had never fought one another despite softly panting because of the effort they've put into trying to kill one another. Now that killing has been mentioned…

"Who the hell is this guy…?" Matt wondered within his mind, his green eyes gazing towards his opponent's fiery yellow eyes. "I'm already certain he's a hired assassin like myself" the fox continued his train of thought, watching the ninja preparing to continue the battle, the fox doing the same himself. "But now that I think about it, there's no doubt he's a ninja from the Orimakishu clan", the male finished his thought, right at the very moment he darts towards the tiger with a ferocious speed, the ninja quickly doing the same with his blades in hand.

Now that the battle's continued, the sounds of clashing blades can be heard throughout the rooftop. Regardless of how heavy the rain was pouring, the two assassins continue fighting on the roof as if the rain never poured. But as the battle progressed, the tiger quickly kicks the fox off of the roof with the use of his left foot-paw, yet Matt manages to make an aerial recovery and lands on the top of the third story roof. His eyes gaze towards his opponents, then looks back towards the direction of the alleyway they fought, then back up to him with a new idea in mind. As interesting as a rooftop battle is, he couldn't risk anybody else seeing the ongoing fight on the roof. With this in mind, the fox's eyes remain facing towards the ninja assassin and starts jumping backwards, occasionally turning back to make sure he was going the right direction.

It didn't take Matt long for him to return to the alleyway where the battle first began, landing on the concrete ground and looking around for his opponent. He had his eyes upon the assassin he was fighting, but now he was nowhere in sight. Something was wrong, and the fox knew it immediately. Nevertheless, he remains calm and began to survey his surroundings, his green eyes shifting left and right slowly as an attempt to remain alert. Unfortunately, his keen vision won't be able to see what was about to happen next.

A loud roar escapes the muzzle of the assassin trying to kill Matt, causing the fox to turn towards his right. He quickly blocks the right katana the tiger had threw without his knowledge, but that didn't stop the tiger from quickly wrapping the chain he bore around the fox's torso, the very same one attached to the ends of the ninja's swords. Fortunately, the fox was able to move his arms before he was suddenly chained up by the feline. Despite the stern look on Matt's face, he was genuinely surprised at this. How could he not have seen this coming? But right now was not the time to mentally answer that himself, especially after seeing the tiger jump onto the roof with the other end of the chain in his possession.

"Great…" Matt growled, his eyes narrowing towards the tiger before noticing him pulling on the other end of the chain. His left side starts dragging towards the direction in which the ninja was pulling, but there was no way in hell the fox was gonna let himself get dragged without a fight. In retaliation, the vulpine grabs a hold of the chain and began pulling back against it, the muscles on his left arm flexing slightly due to his efforts pulling on the chain.

Unaware to both assassins, a female mammal with an umbrella began approaching the alleyway and makes a left turn towards it. The mammal stumbled slightly in her walks, yet for the most part walked as if she didn't have any alcohol in her sister. The heavy rain was pouring down hard enough to the point where her footsteps would be difficult to hear under the given circumstances. Either way, the female mammal continues to walk towards her destination with little stumbling in her walking, passing some bushes on the way to her home.

Up head, and coincidentally unaware to the female, the struggle between Matt and the ninja assassin continues to progress, both mammals trying to pull on the chain to see who yanks who towards one another. The tiger was indeed incredibly strong, yet the fox bore the higher endurance level. Either way, their muscles were straining, and both of them were becoming progressively exhausted. Something needs to be done about this, and quickly at that. Matt's eyes were starting to close, and his teeth were gritting against each other. He was unsure of how much he could bear with it… but then he spots the other male's right sword, still attached to the chain they were struggling with. An idea suddenly forms into his mind, the fox's swordsman spirit began to burn, and if his cards were played right, he may get out of this alive. The fox's eyes quickly shift directly up towards the ninja and narrows them directly towards the tiger's eyes.

It was in that moment when the tiger grabs the chain with his other hand-paw, while still holding the left katana, and suddenly jumps several feet up in the air from the roof. He quickly performs an aerial spiral and attempts to wrap the chain around his own body. However, the fox had him right where he wanted, and the time to act upon his own strategy came. Matt quickly grabs the chain with his right hand-paw (while still holding his sword nonetheless), and pulls the chain towards him. Quickly grabbing the other part of the chain with his left, he pulls the ninja's right sword towards him and grabs a hold of it with his left hand-paw, holding his enemy's sword with a reverse grip. Now it was time for the kill.

With a loud growl escaping the fox's muzzle, he raises his enemy's blade upwards and leaps forward, his body leaning towards the tiger to add a bit of momentum to his jump. The tiger realizes what the fox had planned all along, and tries to block his own blade with the left katana. Unfortunately, that plan failed when the sword slid off of the other blade, and it would end up being the last moment the tiger would ever remember. Matt slices the ninja's body from the upper right shoulder down towards the right side of his opponent's crotch, blood splattering out of the victim's body and spraying the organs out of the content. Unbeknownst to Matt, however, some of the blood manages to splatter onto the female mammal's umbrella and parts of her body, a soft gasp escaping her mouth.

He lands onto the concrete ground several feet away from where the ninja's body now lay dead. The fox was nearly drained of energy, and he suddenly kneels down onto the ground, panting for air and holding himself up with his deceased enemy's right katana. His scar began bleeding mildly for the second time that night, his blood dripping down from his left cheek onto the ground below,.The smell of blood began to fill the air, but it wasn't the only thing Matt's nose had caught. The fox's nose manages to car the scent of white plum in the air, making his eyes widen only slightly in terms of curiosity.

"Huh…." Matt uttered softly from his muzzle, raising his head upward and looking straight as the source of the smell of white plum. And standing before him was the very person he last expected to witness such a killing.

Jenny Bunni was standing their with her slightly widened eyes fixed upon him, parts of her fur and her clothing now drenched with the dead ninja's blood. Speaking of her attire, he noticed she wore the exact same clothing that she has since he saw her at the shopping district. But what he didn't see before was the faint blush on her face, along with how the irises of her eyes were slightly dilated. Yet right now he was too shocked to see her presence here, especially with everything that had gone down within the past few minutes.

The fox began to stand up from the same spot he knelt onto earlier, his eyes also fixed upon the rabbit standing only five feet away from him. His hand-paws began to shake slightly with shock and making the swords tremble a bit in correlation with his hand movements. For the first time in his life, since the day he had lost his mother, he legitimately didn't know what to do other than continue panting with unexpected shock.

"Y-you..." Jenny began with an unusually calm, surprised tone in her voice, giving off hints that she's had a few drinks earlier that day. But that didn't matter to him. What mattered was the fact he had been caught by the woman he had just met, the woman whom he got her digits from. "You caused it…. You caused the rain to bleed…" the rabbit continued, the fox's eyes widening a bit with shock in his voice. "You..." the female finished. And with the way she said that last word, he could've sworn he heard her say it with malice in her voice. Whether he was hearing things or of she was actually building up a malicious tone, he did not know. At that instance, he drops the sword he used to kill his enemy, yet retains his hold on the one he actually owns.

"She saw me… she knows…", Matt began within his mind, panting rather rapidly now because of the amount of shock he bore on him. "Should I… should I kill her…?" as soon as that thought crossed his mind, his eyes widen slightly and tilts his head down, shaking it left and right faintly. "No… I can't. it wouldn't be right… why would I think of such a thing…?" the fox wondered in his head, legitimately wondering why that thought crossed his mind. But his train of thought soon ceases with a flicker of his ears, blinking once before tilting his head up and looking at the rabbit in front of him.

"You're bleeding", Jenny said to the fox, her right hand-paw now raised and began walking towards the fox, albeit slowly because of the alcohol in her system. "Let me…. Let me help… you", that was all she could say before her eyes close and she unexpectedly began to collapse slowly right on the spot, dropping her umbrella on the spot. Matt's eyes widen a tad bit and rushes towards her, no longer shocked about her witnessing him slay the tiger. Catching her with his left arm, he was able to prevent her from falling onto the wet ground. He blushed slightly at the moment he notices her DD-cup breasts pressing against his forearm, but he ignored that and gently kneels down. Laying his sword down as he did, the fox gently turns the rabbit over to where his left forearm rests under her back. Blood began dripping onto the female's face, which to no surprise was thanks to the fox's now bleeding scar.

"White plum…" Matt said softly, his right hand-paw moving towards her head and wiping the blood off of her face.

He knew they couldn't stay in the outdoors for much longer, albeit they catch a cold or if the cops catch them there at the scene of the murder. And one thing for certain was he had no intention on sticking around for much longer. He lifts his left leg up a bit and rests her head on it, allowing him to grab his blade and quickly, yet carefully, place the sword back into its sheath. His attention turns towards the umbrella and reaches it with the use of his right hand-paw, grabbing the parasol by its handle and puts it away. The only thing left he had to do after placing the sheathed umbrella on one of the cargo loops on his pants was to dispose of the umbrella he used, since that was the only remaining bit of evidence that was left of his involvement there. Placing the unconscious bunny behind his back, his arms wrapping around her thighs and her arms wrapped around his neck (courtesy of Matt himself), the fox quickly rushes to grab his destroyed umbrella and sheaths it back as much as possible. Thanks to the strap on the parasol, he was able to manage and places the umbrella through the cargo loop on the opposite leg. Now was time to get the hell out of there before they were spotted! With his arms secured around the bunny's thighs, and a quick reassurance of hers arms wrapped around his torso, the fox starts sprinting back to the Inn where he was staying, the heavy rain washing away the dead ninja's blood away from the concrete and of any other evidence that remained of Matt's involvement.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Inside the Kawasabus Shrine Inn Lobby<strong>_

Business seems to have quieted down as the night continues to progress. Earlier that evening, many local citizens had entered the hotel lobby to check into any of the available rooms or, at the very least, had came inside to temporarily get out of the heavily pouring rain. That was roughly over an hour ago when the rain began pouring heavily. And while it continues to pour heavily outside, it wasn't as heavy as it was when it first began, having become light enough for the locals to begin driving back to their homes, albeit with caution.

Now the lobby was void of any customers inside, yet only a female gray fox resides inside behind the receptionist desk. The vixen was well within her thirties, yet bore the appearance to that of someone within their early to mid twenties thanks to plenty of exercise and a well managed healthy diet. Her attire consists of a black kimono with a red ribbon wrapped around her waist. Embedded on the kimono in red were branch shaped designs, with flowers being attached on the ends of the branches. Her eyes coincidentally matched the color of the designs on her shirt, bearing a scarlet red color that burned like fire in certain lighting. A pair of open toe sandals was worn on her feet-paws, with enough room to let her toes wiggle if she chose to.

The vixen grabs her keys to the entrance of the Kawasabus Shrine Inn and began walking away from the lobby's receptionist desk, with closing hours having come to the hotel. She grabs a hold of the knob of the door and was about to place the key into the lock… that is until she saw a vulpine figure approaching the Inn carrying someone with him in his arms. At first she was unsure of who it was, but once the male got close enough within light's view, she immediately recognized it was Matt Wilde and opens the door for him.

"Mr. Wilde, I was expecting you to return earlier this evening. What happened?" The vixen asked, but suddenly gasped upon seeing both the female rabbit he was holding in his arms along with the bleeding scar on his cheek.

"She needs shelter, Amaya", Matt replied calmly, yet quickly before walking towards the open door, the vixen following him inside before closing the door. Although she locks the door, she keeps the key inside with the possible intention of opening it in a short bit. Matt gently picks the unconscious bunny off from his back and lays her on the sofa directly across from the receptionist's desk, resting the female gently onto her back. Amaya walks towards the two and began examining the female rabbit carefully.

"You Ishin-Mirkwood soldiers are so industrious. You kill all night and still pick up a whore", Amaya commented before shaking her head, with Matt quickly giving the vixen an offended glare. Matt did not expect the receptionist to call Jenny a whore, and was surprisingly on the verge of growling at the vixen. However, despite not appreciating the vixen calling Jenny such a name, he shrugs calmly before placing his hand-paws inside of his pockets.

"She'll need a room", Matt said calmly, yet bore a softly stern look on his face. The vixen, however, looks back to him momentarily before turning and walking away from him.

"I have no vacancies available, Mr Wilde. I run a respectable Inn, not a brothel", Amaya replied calmly, yet also bore a similar tone to Matt's. "You should take her down to Mr. Tanaka's down the street", the vixen suggested, the male fox's eyes widening slightly before clenching his fists. He knew damn well Mr. Tanaka ran a brothel right down the street from the Inn he was temporarily staying at, and lets just say the last time he was there, things between him and Mr. Tanaka weren't pleasant. He was about to speak his mind, that is until the vixen turns her head towards their direction and took a few sniffs in the air. "Wait, hold on a second! She smells too nice for that place", she corrected quickly after noticing the rabbit's scent, white plum. "I'll go get her some dry clothes to wear and wash the one's she's wearing right now. You go wait here and I'll go get her the things she'll need", the vixen finished before turning back towards the direction she was heading towards, leaving the male fox alone with the female rabbit.

Now that he was alone, Matt directs his attention towards the unconscious bunny and takes a seat nest to her. He waits for the vixen to return with the clothing the rabbit will need for tomorrow, long enough for the vixen to remove all traces of the ninja's blood off of them. While waiting, the fox's eyes gaze towards the bunny's body up from head to toe, admittedly smiling softly, albeit briefly, at the sight of Jenny's peaceful sleeping. Cute would've been a great word to use for this situation, but knowing that it was a derogatory term for other species to use towards rabbits, that wouldn't be the right word to use. Perhaps peaceful would be the best term to describe the situation in this case. His right hand-paw moves to the rabbit's long, brown/blonde mixed bangs and gently moves them towards her right side, allowing him to have a better look at the woman's face.

"She's so peaceful…. I wonder what my life would've been like if my mother was never killed…" Matt thought to himself, gently rubbing her forehead with the back of his right index and middle fingers. He notices her softly stirring in her sleep and moves his hand-paw away from her, a soft smile forming on his muzzle for the second time. He snaps out of his train of thought and looks towards the door leading to the back area, noticing the vixen returning with a blue and golden yellow kimono with her in possession. The fox stands up upon seeing the vixen before Amaya looks directly at him.

"Go ahead and lift her up carefully. She'll be residing in the room next to yours on the third floor", Amaya said before the male fox places his arms under her body and gently lifts her up, his left arm resting under the rabbit's upper back and his right under her legs. The vixen began walking towards the elevator nearby and presses the button to the third floor, with the male following her with the female bunny in his arms. Quickly tapping on the third floor button, the double doors close and enables the elevator to ascend to the floor that they headed for.

They reach the third floor within a matter of seconds and step out of the elevator when the double doors had opened. Matt looks down towards Jenny and examines her body, seeing some of the ninja's blood on parts of her fur. He knew those needed to get cleaned off quickly before the stains become harder to clean off, even with high quality body wash products. Nevertheless, he knew for certain the vixen would be able to clean her off if needed. Speaking of which, the vixen grabs a key card for the hotel room and slides the card into the slot, a loud 'click' noise going off to let the key holder know the door's unlocked. The vixen opens the door and walks into the room, with Matt following behind and shutting the door behind him once he entered. Amaya turns her head towards the fox and before moving her head towards herself, gesturing for him to follow her into the bathroom.

"Bring her into the restroom for me, will you?" Amaya asked calmly. "I'll take care of cleaning her up while you wait in the living room", she added before facing the bathroom and walks towards it, opening the sliding door to the right and walking inside. Matt follows shortly after and enters the bathroom, gently placing the bunny next to the vixen as she was getting prepared to clean the rabbit off. The fox grabs Jenny's umbrella and removes it from the pants loop, placing it next to the vixen making preparations for the bath.

"Would you mind cleaning this off as well?" Matt asked, the vixen giving him a nod in response. Mildly hot water began pouring in the tub as the vixen grabs a few rags to use to help clean the blood off the unconscious bunny, with Matt taking his leave and walking towards the bathroom door. But before leaving, he notices a large trashcan nearby and grabs his broken umbrella from the cargo loop on his pants, placing it inside the trash can and closing the lid to it. Now it was time for him to wait outside, doing so by waling out of the bathroom and taking a seat at the sofa roughly fifteen feet away from the bathroom entrance.

The minutes began to pass by as if they were only seconds, with the fox getting onto his smartphone and taking a look at any of the text messages he might've received. Fortunately, he received nothing from any members of the Ishin-Mirkwood clan members. However, he did notice a couple text messages he had gotten from his aunt, Tomoe, his late mother's younger sister, having received them sometime during his battle against the ninja assassin that tried to kill him. He quickly replied to the text messages and reassuring he was doing alright. His ears suddenly flicker to the sound of a sliding door on the right side of the hotel room, turning his attention towards the female leaving the bathroom, with the bunny's bloodstained clothing gripped onto her right hand-paw, her left holding the unconscious bunny by her waist.

"She has been cleaned and properly dressed", Amaya said to the fox before he began looking over the bunny, who not only was clean of any blood on her, but was now dressed in the black and blue kimono the vixen had provided.

"Thank you for letting her stay here. I will repay you", Matt replied with a calm, thankful nod and a similar tone of voice. However, the vixen starts walking towards the male and hands him Jenny's phone case along with another solid object of sort. However, he could hardly tell what it was thanks to her clothes covering her.

"I know, Matt", Amaya replied before handing him the phone case and a… another small, but longer case? "These are hers, but you might wanna hide this", she suggested, the male fox taking both her phone case and the longer case while she continues to hold the bunny's blood stained clothing.

Matt sets the phone case on the coffee table next to the sofa and examines the other black colored case, which seems to be bearing a handle on it. But the fox knew what it was once he spotted the handle, grabbing the handle and pulling it out to reveal a heft-less dagger of sort. And holy hell that thing was long, which the blade portion of the weapon was as long as his forearm. Speaking of the blade, there wasn't even a damn scratch on the thing, looking as if it were brand new or well taken care of. Now one question began to cross his mind….

"Jesus Christ… how the hell was a bunny like her able to hide something like this", Matt asked with genuine surprise, moving the blade upward and examining it closely, even placing it next to the opposite forearm. "Especially if the blade's as long as my forearm", he added, twisting the dagger a bit before placing the weapon back into its case, no, its sheath.

"I found the dagger case attached to her back underneath her shirt. Its rather ingenious if you think about it", Amaya answered, taking the rabbit into the bedroom adjacent to the wall where the bathroom was. The fox gathers the rabbit's phone and follows the vixen inside, seeing her placing the bunny on the queen sized bed. He walks to the dresser next to the bed and places both her phone case and dagger case on the surface, although hid the dagger case underneath a matching colored alarm clock. "Alright, I think this will do for the time being", he commented after hiding the blade before turning to face the vixen next to him, seeing her placing the rabbit in bed and tucking her in.

"I'm gonna hit the hay for tonight. I'll talk to you in the morning", the fox said before walking towards the bedroom exit and grabbing the door. He takes one last look at the bunny for a moment before walking out of the bedroom, closing the door behind him and letting the vixen finish her work. But one thing he was certain about tomorrow was the possibility of him having to explain everything to the bunny he had just met, and hopefully the fox could give the bunny the right answer if it were possible.


	7. A Traitor amongst Us

_**A/N:**_ Edited the chapter a bit to fix a couple of things.

* * *

><p><em><strong>A Traitor amongst Us<strong>_

_Silence. Nothing but silence accompanies the Kawasabus Shopping District. The only noise that can be heard was the repetitive pitter-platter of the heavy rain hitting the concrete ground outside, and the fain footsteps of someone walking amongst the rainy night. A lone female rabbit walks along the dark alleyway heading towards an unknown destination. The rain was as clear as water, yet can be seen visibly from the fast paced droppings. Then all of the sudden, crimson red colored rain drops start splattering across the area, some of which manage to hit the rabbit unexpectedly._

_While mysterious at first, the cause of the bleeding rain was as evident as a thief stealing candy from a baby. In front of her was a male fox bearing reddish-orange and cream fur on his body, a bloody blade being carried in his right hand-paw. His eyes she could not see, but what she was able to see was a bleeding scar on the left side of his cheek. But that wasn't the only thing she saw, however, for the bunny also notices a body of a tiger having been literally severed in half. Yet her eyes would move away from the corpse as soon as she notices the male's head raising upward, a glimpse of his eyes preparing to gaze towards her with unexpected surprise._

With a sudden gasp, Jenny quickly jolts her body upward and began panting softly for a moment, taking in a moment to think about everything that's happened. But she was no longer outside, nor could she hear the sound of rain pouring outside anymore. No, all she could hear was pure, utter silence. Her eyes began to examine the environment she was in, obviously noticing she wasn't even in her home. The room she was in bore themes similar to Japanese housing, especially upon seeing the sliding shoji doors that leads to the room she resides in. How the hell did she end up here? More importantly, why does she feel a lot more clothed? The second question was answered when she looks down to herself, discovering she was now dressed in a black and blue colored Japanese kimono. Her eyes widen upon seeing this before looking around anxiously, still wondering how she even got here in the first place. She manages to spot both her phone case and the handle of the dagger case she brought with her yesterday as a precaution prior to working with the Hopps. She was about to turn her smartphone on to call them before the room suddenly got brighter, shielding her eyes from the sudden intrusion of light. But holy hell was the sudden intrusion of light giving her a hell of a migraine. And the cause of it was completely obvious to her.

The intrusion of light was caused by someone opening the door to her room and turning on the lights with a flick of the switch, revealing to be a female gray fox standing at her door. Jenny could guess the vixen was well within her thirties, yet had the appearance similar to that of a mammal in their early to mid twenties, probably thanks to plenty of exercise and a well managed healthy diet. Her attire consists of a black kimono with a red ribbon wrapped around her waist. Embedded on the kimono in red were branch shaped designs, with flowers being attached on the ends of the branches. Her eyes coincidentally matched the color of the designs on her shirt, bearing a scarlet red color that burned like fire in certain lighting, which in this particular case it did, and rather beautifully, too. A pair of open toe sandals was worn on her feet-paws, with enough room to let her toes wiggle if she chose to. A pair of clothes can be seen in the vixen's left hand-paw, clothes that was entirely familiar to her.

"Ah, you're awake", the vixen spoke calmly towards the bunny, a soft smile on her muzzle as she began to approach the bed. However, the bunny suddenly starts crawling backwards on the mattress, pressing her back against the bed frame and causing the vixen to stop on her tracks. The vulpine maid raises her right hand-paw up in a reassuring manner. "You needn't worry, miss. I'm only here to drop your clothes off", she reassured, gently placing the folded clothing onto the edge of the queen sized bed, taking a few steps back after as an attempt to help calm her down. Fortunately the bunny did enough to move forward a bit, but that didn't mean she had questions that needed to be asked.

"Who are you…?" Jenny asked, the vixen managing to catch a Newcastle based English accent in the rabbit's voice. "More importantly, where am I? And what am I doing in a kimono?" she began asking, the vixen raising her right hand-paw up and waving it up and down slowly, attempting to calm the anxious rabbit down.

"As I said moments before, you needn't worry", the vixen reassured again before covering her mouth with her right hand-paw and clearing her throat. She moves her left hand-paw inside the right sleeve and doing the same with her right hand-paw with the left sleeve. "My name is Amaya, the vixen who runs the Kawasabus Shrine Inn, the very same hotel you're currently staying in", Amaya, the vixen maid, began. "I dressed you in that kimono last night after cleaning you up", she began, the rabbit cocking a curious brow towards the female fox with a suspiciously curious tone. "As for your clothes, had to remove them shortly after Matt Wilde brought you inside the Inn".

"And why did you remove them while I was unconscious?" Jenny asked uncomfortably. "And you didn't do anything inappropriate while I was out, did you?" the bunny asked again, the vixen's hand-paws now raised and quickly shaking her head with a cocked, embarrassed brow.

"Oh, dear god no, miss", Amaya quickly answered, not expecting her to ask such a question. The bunny closes her eyes and lets out a sigh of relief, leaning her body forward and placing her left hand-paw on her forehead.

"Oh thank god", Jenny replied with a sigh of relief. But now there was another question she needs to ask, this one in particular regarding the person who brought her here. "Excuse me, Amaya. You said Matt Wilde brought me to the hotel room, yes?"

"Correct", Amaya answered with a nod.

"Where is he now?" Jenny asked curiously. "If its possible, I want to talk to him about last night", the bunny added, the vixen smiling softly towards the bunny and even walking closer to her, taking a seat on the edge of the bed with her fiery red eyes gazing towards her sapphire blue colored eyes.

"He's in the room next door to yours", Amaya answered, the soft smile vanishing from her muzzle and looking at the bunny with a calm tone. "But right now, he's catching up on some sleep after having to take care of some business last night".

"Business?" Jenny asked, gently scooting closer towards the vixen with a curious look on her face. "What kind of business?" the rabbit asked with genuine interest, wanting to know more on the business Matt was involved in. Unfortunately, she wouldn't be able to get an answer from the vixen after noticing her closing her eyes and shaking her head.

"Unfortunately, that is not for me to answer", Amaya answered calmly, no longer shaking her head softly. "You'll have to ask him once he awakens from his slumber", the vixen added before reopening her eyes, looking directly at the rabbit in front of her. "However, there is a question I must ask of you".

"Ask away", Jenny asked, albeit a but curious and slightly uncomfortable.

"I'm currently short on staff members here at the Inn, and I need another maid for a few hours. I was wondering if you would be willing to assist me for a few hours a day", Amaya asked calmly, the rabbit's gaze shifting lower until she was looking at herself. She was still unsure on whether or not to actually help her out due to the circumstances of her stay here. However, the tone that she had asked did sound genuine to say the least. The rabbit took a moment to think about this seriously before looking up at her, now knowing the right answer for Amaya.

"Well, I'll admit I am having to work with a family at around three in the afternoon", Jenny began, turning to face the alarm clock and noticing it saying '11:30 am' on it. "However…" the bunny paused for a moment in order to look back at the vixen's face. "I can spare two to three hours to lend a helping hand-paw", she finished following a nod, the vixen smiling softly with a graceful look on her face.

"Thank you very much, Miss-"

"Jenny", Jenny interrupted, though with a friendly tone of voice. "My name is Jenny", the rabbit added, the vixen nodding in response and standing up from the bed.

"I'll see you on the first floor shortly, Jenny", Amaya replied, turning to face the bedroom door and walking out, making her way to the hotel room itself. One thing for certain was the rabbit was a bit hung over from drinking a bit too much sake last light (with Stu having paid the bill for her drink). Nevertheless, she gets out of bed and began walking out of the bedroom, closing the bedroom door behind her as she did. Alas, another day began.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Somewhere else…<strong>_

_Darkness fills the room to its entirety, a sleeping figure resting peacefully within the comforts of bed as the female rabbit's breathing slowly rises up and down. But the darkness of the room wouldn't last for much longer, for the sliding door opens to reveal a male fox waiting outside with his right hand-paw on the handle of the blade. The male approaches the sleeping figure and pulls the sword out of its sheath, the blade shining brightly thanks to the reflection of the lighting behind him. Yet as the figure approached the sleeping beauty, he raises his blade up high with the pointed edge of the katana pointing directly towards her throat. He thrusts the blade down towards the throat and attempts to stab right through it._

Then all of the sudden, Matt's eyes shoot wide open with his pupils being momentarily shrunken down to size in shock, yet soon return to normal size after realizing where he was. The fox began examining the environment around him and realizes he was back inside of his own room, not Jenny's next door. Letting out a soft sigh as he did, the fox steps out of bed and walks towards the bathroom, wanting to go on ahead and get himself cleaned up before doing anything else. Because right now, he was smelling of both sweat and blood, having missed the opportunity to take a shower last night. On the way, however, he grabs himself a pair of clean clothes along with a towel before entering the shower, closing the door behind himself and allowing him to shower peacefully.

Twenty minutes pass, yet felt like five to the fox, Matt steps out of the bathroom dressed in much cleaner clothes. A black tight fitting athletic shirt was worn over the torso region with the sleeves rolled up to his forearms, his muscle definition being seen through the fabric of it. Black leather gloves cover the hand-paws through their entirety, with holes being seen on the knuckles of his hand-paws. Dark green cargo pants were worn over his legs, the leg openings being tucked into his black open toe high-top combat boots. His slightly long samurai katana was attached to the left side of his pants, which was secured with the use of his black leather, silver studded belt.

With the fox ready to begin his day, he grabs his phone case and attaches it to the left side of his pants, along with grabbing his chained wallet and placing it behind his pants, thus attaching the chain to the front right belt loop. Grabbing his keys right after doing this, the fox places them in his right cargo pocket and walks out of the hotel room, a clicking noise going off to signal the door's locking mechanism going off. He turns to the left and began walking towards that direction before taking a right, deciding to go down the stairs instead of taking the elevator. He makes a U-turn on the right to go down the second set of stairs to enter the first floor, but stops halfway down the steps at the sight of someone bearing light brown and white fur along with long, dark brown and blonde mixed hair. And as soon as he saw those details, he immediately recognized who it was.

He recognized the other mammal as English-born bunny, Jenny Bunni, who was now dressed in a black and blue mixed kimono. The shoes she wore were the exact same black and white Chuck Taylor's, albeit much cleaner than last night thanks to Amaya. The fox notices many flower shaped designs on the kimono, which were identical to the ones Amaya wore on her black and red kimono. But the change of clothing wasn't the only thing he noticed, however, for the fox can see the rabbit carrying four tray tables in her possession, all of them carrying freshly cooked food on them.

"Jenny, wait!" Matt exclaimed calmly, quickly rushing down the stairs right as the bunny turns to face the fox. Her eyes widen slightly upon seeing him, but soon relax a second later. "Are you… are you feeling alright?" he asked curiously after recalling her passing out last night. The bunny's ears fold back upon hearing him before looking down for a moment, a faint blush forming on her face regarding her condition last night. However, she looks back up and nods towards the fox, her ears moving up a bit as she nodded.

"Yeah, I'm alright…", Jenny answered softly, a slightly embarrassed look forming on her face. "Um… I wanted to apologize about last night as well", the rabbit apologized, making the fox look towards her with a curious look on his face.

"For what?" Matt asked, cocking a slight, but curious brow towards the bunny at the . He was curious on why she was apologizing to him, since she hasn't done anything wrong towards him.

"I… had a little too much sake to drink last night while I was hanging out with Judy and her dad", Jenny began, looking down to the right side for a moment before looking back up to him. "But I know you helped me by providing me shelter at this place…" she finished before turning around and walking away from the fox.

"She was drunk…?" Matt wondered to himself before looking down a bit, his right hand-paw beginning to stroke his own chin in thought. But with a loud clicking sound caused by the dishes being placed on a nearby table, he snaps back into attention and notices the rabbit approaching him.

"Look, Matt… I don't mean to bother you or anything, but there's been something I was wanting to ask you about last night", Jenny said softly before using her right hand-paw to rub the back of her head with. Matt's eyes slightly widen momentarily upon hearing this. What question was she about to ask him? And if its about the ninja he killed, how was he gonna answer that? Either way, he was about to find out within a matter of seconds.

"Last night, I remember you causing the rain to bleed with your sword", Jenny began, the fox's eyes slightly widening upon hearing this. His heart was beginning to pound slightly harder, yet continues to keep his composure as best he can. "Did… did you kill someone last night?" she asked, the vulpine's eyes widening softly, yet sharply at her question. He needed to figure out the best way to answer while trying not to scare her off or anything. And honestly, he didn't know what to say regarding the matter. But closing his eyes and letting a soft sigh escape his muzzle as he did, he knew of one way he can answer. The fox reopens his eyes and places a soft, reassuring hand-paw onto her left shoulder.

"Jenny, about last night…" Matt began with a soft tone, pausing momentarily and turning his sight towards his left, yet manages to turn his attention back to her a second later. "I… I won't deny the fact that I have killed someone", he continued with the same tone, watching her eyes widen upon hearing this. He places his other hand-paw onto the rabbit's other shoulder, bearing the same reassuring tone like before. "I may not have the right way to explained what happened at this moment… but if you're willing to trust me, I promise I will answer everything when the time comes", with those words said, the fox finishes with his green eyes gazing towards her sapphire blue ones. In all honestly, the rabbit was a bit frightened by what he had said, having admitted killing someone. But knowing that his promise was genuine, she calms down a bit and nods.

"Alright, I trust you", Jenny replied, much to the fox's relief. No doubt he would have to explain everything to her in due time, but he intends to keep his promise to the rabbit. Hell, he even pulls her into a soft hug, much to the female's surprise. The fox's eyes widen a bit before quickly letting go, rubbing the back of his head almost nervously.

"Eh… sorry", Matt apologized, a soft blush forming on his face. But thanks to his fur colors, it was hard to tell.

"Don't worry about it, Matt", Jenny replied with an identical tone of voice, turning back to where she placed the freshly cooked food trays and grabs them, carefully walking towards the entrance of the dining area before stopping. She turns back at him before softly smiling towards the fox. "See you later", she said before walking into the dining area to serve the food. Now it was time for Matt to come up with a proper, honest answer for the rabbit. Fortunately he didn't have to think about it too much since he wanted to take the time to think about it. With a soft sigh, he leaves the hotel lobby through the exit and goes about his business for a little while, wanting to clear his mind regarding last night and hoping he can get a start on finding the right answer to tell her about it.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Kawasabus Inn Dining area, an hour later<strong>_

The sounds of dishes clicking against one another, and the muffed sounds of mammals eating fills the dining area during lunch hour. Two maids were working inside to serve Japanese food to the customers, whether the customers were the biggest of predators to the smallest of prey. Regardless of the size differences between the customers, they all bore a couple things in common. One of the similarities they had were dressed in kimono shirts and hakama pants, with black or brown leather gloves coveting their hand-paws through their entirety. The second thing all customers bore in common were samurai edition katanas of various sizes, all to match the sizes of the mammals proportionately.

The dining room bore two rows of tables inside the long room, all lined up on the left and right sides of the linear dining space. As big as the dining area was, it was only big enough to serve roughly twenty-four large predators at a time if spacing is done properly. Even that seems to be the case right now despite the customers ranging in size, since most of the hotel customers were either at work, taking care of 'assignments', or were sleeping after a night of partying.

The two maids inside were identified as Amaya, dressed in a black and red kimono, and Jenny Bunni dressed in a black and blue kimono. Amaya took care of the customers on the left side of the room while Jenny took care of the customers on the right side. Both of them were carrying freshly streamed brown and white rice to serve the customers, along with freshly cooked noodles and various grilled meat products. Speaking of food, an orange and white furred Siberian tiger raises his black bowl towards the rabbit with his left hand-paw, a soft grin apparent on his face.

"More, please", the tiger spoke, his teal-green eyes looking directly at the English bunny before him.

"Of course", Jenny replied, grabbing the empty bowl with both her hand-paws, since the bowl itself was surprisingly huge to accommodate the tiger's size. Setting it down after grabbing it, the bunny began to scoop some grilled chicken from the container with a dome shaped scooper before pouring it inside of the bowl. Handing it back to the predator as she did, the tiger grabs the bowl and began to eat his meal with a pair of chopsticks in hand.

"So, are you the new girl here?" the tiger asked politely despite having food in his mouth, making the bunny cringe slightly from hearing him taking with food in his mouth.

"Just until the end of lunch, sir", Jenny answered before another male on the tiger's right, a Thompson's Gazelle, turns to face the rabbit.

"It is a wonder pleasure to meet your acquaintance, ma'am", the gazelle said, a slight southern accent apparent in his voice. While the male had spoken, however, the rabbit manages to fill another bowl for another predator, a brown and white fox on the tiger's left

"Likewise, sir", Jenny replied before handing the brown fox a bowl of rice for him. Close to the end of the table on the left side of the room, Matt was looking directly at the rabbit that was serving the other men with a calm look on his face. He grabs another piece of his chicken teriyaki with his chop sticks, twirling them around the thick noodles that were mixed in with his order. Pulling the chopsticks up to his mouth, Iizuka enters the dining room and takes a seat at the last table next to the seventeen year old fox.

"Well, the attendants told me you brought her home with you last night", Iizuka began, the fox focusing on his own food by turning forward, closing his eyes and taking a bite of the portion of food he had on his chop sticks silently. "I'd like to know where you found a girl like that. Pretty for a street tramp", the tanuki commented with a soft grin on his face, his attention turning towards the vulpine next to his right. The fox momentarily stopped what he was doing for a moment upon hearing that, his eyes opening almost widely at the comment. How could someone call an innocent woman a street tramp inside the dining area? But for a moment, he could've sworn he saw the rabbit cringe at the tanuki's comment, or was he imagining things? "And not diseased. How did she taste?" he asked, with Matt placing the bowl of chicken teriyaki with noodles back onto the small tray table and grabbing a hold of his sword on his left. "Why don't you tell me?" he asked, grabbing a cherry that was apparently on the plate and placing it inside his mouth, chewing it before swallowing the small fruit. He cocks a curious, dirty brow towards the fox as the topic regarding the rabbit grew dirtier. "Was she good? Give me the details", and with those last words, the fox has had enough. Grabbing the sheath of his sword and lifting it up, the male growls softly and suddenly hits the floor with the bottom of the sheath, the noise being loud enough to startle everyone, including Jenny. Everyone turns towards the fox with surprised looks on their faces, yet Iizuka's expression bore more of a mix between surprise and anger. Jenny watches the fox quickly stand up and place his sword on the left side of his body, even noticing him walking towards the second exit at the back right of the room.

"I've never seen Matt that mad before…" Jenny thought following a soft sigh, not wanting to get involved in the situation, nor did she wanna confront the tanuki who said those inappropriate things about her. "I just hope he's alright", she added in her mind before getting back to work, not wanting to get involved with the conversation they were having. She definitely didn't like the dirty talk the tanuki was saying about her, and she would've been more than glad to give him a piece of her mind if there wasn't a sword right next to him.

"Don't scare me like that!" Iizuka yelled with an angered tone. "Why the hell do you have to take things so seriously?!" he growled, making the bunny cringe towards the predatory sound and close her eyes. She didn't know how much longer she can deal with the rowdy tanuki, nor did she know if she wanted to stick around the same room as him. She looks back towards the other customers and looks to see if anyone else wanted another serving, which fortunately for her, none of them did. She was beginning to breathe almost rapidly now, and now thanks to the atmosphere, she no longer felt comfortable in the dining area. Fortunately, however, Amaya walks towards the bunny and places her hand-paws on her shoulders, only for the bunny to stand up and turn to face the vixen.

"I need some air", Jenny said softly towards the vixen before quickly walking out of the dining room, not wanting to be in the same room as Iizuka anymore. Amaya reached for the bunny, but to no avail. She needed her to work in here for a bit longer, yet understood the reason why she left. The vixen shrugs and resumes her work in the dining area, serving the hungry customers inside with the food she and the bunny had provided for them.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Matt's hotel room, roughly fifteen minutes later<strong>_

Ever since the fox had left the dining area, he had entered his hotel suite as an attempt to calm himself down. Usually when the examiner of executions said stuff like that, he didn't mind since it was his business. But when he said it regarding Jenny, despite barely knowing the rabbit, he felt outright furious! He had no right to speak of such things about the rabbit like that, someone who could potentially become a friend of his.

Now he was standing at the balcony outside looking over the afternoon horizon, watching the people below passing by along the streets like the common townsfolk they were. His forearms rest comfortably on the wooden balcony railing in a crossing position, his head resting on top of them in a similar fashion. His ears flicker to the opening of his hotel suite, making the male quick turn to face the direction. He honestly did not wanna deal with Iizuka right now, or else he would end up doing some unspeakable acts against him. Fortunately, that wasn't the case, for it was Jenny who had opened the sliding door leading to his suit. He manages to calm down enough to approach the partially open door and gaze towards the rabbit's eyes.

"Mind if I come in, Matt?" Jenny asked, the fox turning his gaze away from her momentarily before looking back at her again, nodding and opening the door open for the woman. She enters the room and takes a look around, approaching the sofa and taking a seat on the fox sized cushion. The fox walks towards the lounging part of the suite and takes a seat next to her, deciding it was time to talk with her, but the topic wouldn't be about what happened last night.

"Jenny, listen to me…" Matt began, his face looking directly towards the TV screen in front of him, the TV being turned off and allowing him to see a faint reflection of the two on the couch.

"I'm listening", Jenny replied, making the fox turn his head towards her with a calm look on his face.

"You should leave here, Jenny. You risk your honor being around the other male mammals", Matt claimed with a similar, yet worried tone, not wanting a potential friend of his to become a sex object to the perverted members of the Ishin-Mirkwood clan or any of the other males residing in the place. "Don't you have family back at your place?" he asked. And right as he asked that, the bunny closes her eyes and shakes her head.

"Not anymore", Jenny answered with a soft tone, a sigh escaping her mouth before the fox's eyes widen a tad bit with surprise. "My parents were murdered during a drive by shooting while I was in the eighth grade, roughly five months after we moved from England to the east coast", she explained. Now that he didn't expect to hear, especially with her parents having been murdered during a drive by shooting. He was honestly curious on what happened that day, but decided not to press on the matter in order to avoid opening old wounds. He turns his head away from her and closes his eyes, letting a sigh escape his muzzle.

"Sorry…" Matt apologized and reopens his eyes partially, looking directly at the coffee table.

"Has your wound healed?" Jenny asked, snapping the fox out of his trance and causing him to focus his attention towards the rabbit next to him.

"Yeah, I guess so", Matt answered before moving his left hand-paw over the scar on his left, his fingers tracing over the linear wound momentarily before moving his left hand-paw to his lap. He examines the rabbit's body before noticing the handle of her dagger behind her back. "Let me see your weapon", the fox said calmly, surprising the rabbit at the mention of the weapon she carried on her back. But nonetheless, she nods and reaches for the weapon behind her back.

"Sure", Jenny replied, grabbing the sheathed dagger from behind her back and handing it to the fox. Matt unbuttons the sheath of the blade and grabs the hilt of the weapon, pulling the dagger out of sheath and examining the blade closely. He raises the blade up and turns the weapon left and right carefully, the sunlight reflecting from the silver surface quite a bit.

"After Amaya showed me this, I was genuinely surprised you were carrying a dagger bearing a blade as long as my forearm", Matt admitted, placing the weapon back in its sheath before handing it back to the rabbit. He watches her taking the sheathed weapon with her right hand-paw and placing it behind her back, the square padding being used as a cover to conceal the weapon easily. "It's also wise to carry protection on you when walking the streets of Kawasabus", he began, only to pause for a short moment to let out a calm sigh. "But you should be living in a place where you wouldn't need to be carrying weapons like this", the fox finished, raising his arms upward and giving them a good stretch before leaning back against the couch.

"You mean a place free of assassins, Matt?" Jenny asked, the fox turning his head towards her a bit and cocks a curious brow towards the female.

"Huh?" Matt asked, wondering where that question came from at first. But after taking a moment to think about it, he nods at the rabbit with understanding. "Yeah, pretty much", he added, watching the rabbit stand up from the couch and nod towards the fox.

"I understand", Jenny replied softly before turning towards the front door, walking towards the sliding door and grabbing a hold of the handle. She opens it and proceeds to exit, but turns around and faces the fox. "Talk to you soon, Matt", she said before closing the door behind her, leaving the fox to himself and his thoughts. But about a couple minutes later, he too would get off the couch and head out of his hotel room, grabbing his keys on the way out and locking the door behind him. He was needing to talk to Amaya regarding last night, and ask a few questions for himself.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Inside the employee's lounging area, several minutes later<strong>_

"She's a good worker, Matt", Amaya spoke towards the fox, her eyes set upon the vulpine assassin in front of her while she was drying off one of the bowls they were recently . Moments ago, the fox had come into the employee's lounge to speak with the head maid and owner of the Kawasabus Shrine Inn, since he had told her he needed to speak with the vixen herself. And the topic it regarded was about Jenny, especially after he had brought her in last night.

"Yes, there's no doubt about that, Ma'am. But how long?" Matt asked in regards to how long the vixen was allowing the rabbit to stay at the Inn.

"As long as she likes, Mr. Wilde. After all, you were the one who begged me to take her in, remember?" Amaya asked with a calm, as-a-matter-of-fact tone in her voice before turning her eyes towards the dish she was drying off.

"I know, but just for the night", Matt replied, a slight frown on his face, but remained calm nonetheless.

"You Ishin-Mirkwood mammals are excellent customers, but you keep my girls busy. Do you know how hard it is to feed twenty hungry and lecherous men?" Amaya began. "She works hard and her beauty intimidates the reprobates. Perhaps she's made mistakes in the past, but that is none of my concern. If I gave everyone the boot out of here, I wouldn't have any employees or clients", the vixen finished, placing the clean dish down on top of another similar clean dish before grabbing another identical bowl. The male fox places his gloved hand-paws inside of his pockets before letting out a soft shrug, his ears flickering to the sound of footsteps approaching the employee's lounging area. And soon enough, Iizuka arrives to the employees lounge and manages to find the person he was looking for.

"There you are, Matt", Iizuka greeted. Although the fox wasn't really fond of his presence at the moment, he was still curious on what he had to say.

"What's up?" Matt replied, a slight frown on his face despite the calm tone he bore.

"Katagai and Thrandeer returned", Iizuka answered before turning to the hallway on the left and walking towards the path leading to the outdoor courtyard. As reluctant as the fox was with being around the tanuki, Matt follows Iizuka to go meet with the others at the courtyard outside.

"Just like a man who misunderstands his feelings…" Amaya commented to herself as she continues to dry off the wet dishes with the rag in hand.

The tanuki and fox continue to walk along the wooden floors of the Inn, leading to the outdoor hallway where the courtyard was located. And standing outside were none other than Katagai along with Thrandeer, both of which were in their usual attire. The tanuki and fox meet with the deer and bear up ahead and began to follow them along the outdoor hallway, the courtyard just at their right. Yet as they continue to walk along the path, the four males notice a female bunny walking towards the opposite direction where they were going, the rabbit happening to be carrying a couple packages of freshly cooked food. Thrandeer and Katagai didn't know who the person was, Iizuka barely did, yet Matt knew her the most, since he happens to be attending to the same high school as her. The four stop moments later with the bear and buck turning towards Iizuka and Matt's direction.

"Who is that woman?" Thrandeer ask, the four men turning towards Jenny as they watch her taking a left along the wooden floored pathway.

"The men whisper of a new girl", Katagai replied, the men watching her knocking on one of the hotel room sliding doors gently and waiting for the room occupant to answer the door.

"That's the whore", Iizuka answered the buck, the comment causing the fox's eyes to widen with unexpected surprise before turning towards the tanuki with an angry, narrow set of eyes, fists clenching tightly almost immediately after the comment was made.

"She is **not!**" Matt growled, his tone bearing an unexpected fierceness to it. Thrandeer remains calm about this as Katagai and Iizuka turn towards Matt, unaware that a pair of rabbit ears have managed to catch in on the conversation.

"Has she been alone with any of them yet?" Thrandeer asked, the anger flooding in Matt's body evaporating from his body as unexpected surprise replaces the anger. The fox's eyes quickly turns to face the leader with a strongly surprised look on his face. Out of all mammals to make such comments, the fox did **NOT** expect for Thrandeer to ask such a question.

"Thrandeer!" Matt exclaimed with a surprised, almost embarrassed tone in his voice. The leader of the Ishin-Mirkwood clan merely chuckles at the fox before turning his sights towards the fox before him.

"Don't be so sensitive, Matt", Thrandeer replied with a slight chuckle in his voice. But despite the surprised look the buck saw on the fox's face (which to him was admittedly a bit humorous), he turns towards Iizuka with a calmly serious look on his face. "Iizuka, find out what you can about her. Just be on the safe side", he ordered, the tanuki giving the chief a soft nod in response to the given order.

"Done", Iizuka responded to the order.

"Matt!" Katagai exclaimed calmly, yet with a stern tone mixed into it.

"Yes, sir?" Matt asked calmly, but bore a curious expression on his face.

"The woman isn't the only thing the men are talking about. Did you kill a mammal last night?" Katagai asked, the fox closing his eyes softly and letting a sigh escape his muzzle. Thrandeer turns towards his right and began walking towards the courtyard, stepping onto the grassy, earthly soils as he did.

"Just as we planned", Matt answered before reopening his eyes and looking up at the heavily built bear.

"You know what I'm referring to", Katagai said, his voice becoming more stern with each passing second, a soft gasp escaping his muzzle. He was about to answer until Iizuka steps forward slightly, yet was enough to grab the bear's attention.

"The fox ran into trouble on the way home", Iizuka began, the fox's head turning towards the direction where Iizuka stood. "I offered to buy him a drink. He should think twice about walking alone", the tanuki finished right as the clan leader grabs a hold of an umbrella that was on a nearby wooden table, using it to shield himself from the afternoon sunlight.

"Where was he from, the Ishin-Orimaku clan?" Thrandeer asked right as the tanuki began walking towards the direction where Jenny had went..

"No, he was too crude for those wolves", Matt answered.

"Neo-Shinsengumi?" Katagai asked.

"No, I've never been up against any mammal as evil as he", Matt began. "It was-"

"An Orimakishu Ninja", Thrandeer interrupted, closing the umbrella with his right hand-paw as Matt turns towards his direction.

"Yes", Matt answered, coincidentally at the moment the tanuki stops on his tracks.

"We have kept your secret and no one knows of your identity", Katagai claimed. "Who would know to eliminate you?" the bear asked, a small frown forming on the fox's face.

"A traitor, one of our own", Matt replied.

"I think you're right", Thrandeer said in agreement right as Iizuka turns his head slightly to the left towards them. Both Matt and Katagai soon turn towards the leader with calm frowns on their faces. "You all have enough to worry about right now. So allow me to investigate the existence of this possible traitor".

"Yes, Sir!" Matt, Katagai, and Iizuka replied simultaneously before the buck turns to face the fox, handing him the closed umbrella by pointing the handle towards him.

"Matt", Thrandeer said.

"Yes, sir?" Matt replied almost quickly.

"Autumn is nearing its prime", Thrandeer began.

"What?" Matt questioned with a curious tone, the deer turning towards the autumn leaves on one of the oak trees nearby.

"The leaves on the oak trees are shifting in color and falling from the branches rapid as the cooling weather. It won't be long before the winds of winter reach this town", Thrandeer explained, with Matt and Katagai turning to face the autumn leaves on the trees. Unaware to them, Jenny had been listening into their conversation while she had been working as a maid. However, she now had to take care of business with the Hopps Family Farm booth in the shopping district. She leaves the courtyard where the four males were at without uttering a word, going out through her business as if she were never there.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Later that night<strong>_

The shopping district had been very eventful throughout the day, with many farmers and businessman trying to sell their goods at the local booths. Random assassins and members of the Neo-Shinsengumi occasionally pass through the districts when goods were needing to be bought, from necessities like food and clothes to wants like weapons. But when nightfall had come, everybody began closing shop and began to party all night or to settle down for the night. Two of the people choosing to settle down for the night were Jenny Bunni and Matt Wilde.

Jenny had checked out of the hotel earlier and attempted to pay for her room, but Amaya declined to take her money by telling her it was on the house. Though no longer staying at the hotel, she did leave with the promise to lend a helping hand over the weekends. Now she was currently at home studying for her high school classes, reading the textbooks carefully and jotting down notes when she needed be. Her attire consists of a navy blue tank top along with a pair of black, tight fitting nylon workout short shorts with white stripes on the sides of her hips. Her tank top was of a slim fit, which her DD-cup breasts became a lot more noticeable because of the tight fitting fabric. After studying for a bit, she looks out the window of her second floor bedroom, examining the stars and the white glow of the harvest moon.

Matt was still at the Kawasabus Shrine Inn with the rest of his clan members, yet like Jenny chose to settle down instead of partying like many of the others have. He was currently lying on his bed with only a lamp illuminating the entire bedroom suite, currently using his ICarrot 3G phone to come in contact with his aunt, Tomoe. Dressed in a black tank top and a pair of dark gray pajama pants, he began pounding on the touchscreen keys with the use of his thumbs. When the message he wanted to type was written, he presses the send button to send the message to his aunt letting her know about how he was doing. A yawn escapes his muzzle shortly after sending a text message to his aunt and the need for sleep becomes more apparent with each passing second. Placing the phone on the dresser to his right, along with hooking in the charger for his phone, he stretches his arms and legs before grabbing the covers to his bed. With the covers in hand, he places the blanket over his body and shuts his eyes, thus allowing the pleasantries and necessity of sleep to overtake his body within a matter of seconds.

* * *

><p><em><strong>The outdoor Kawasabus Shrine Inn Bar, Wednesday afternoon<strong>_

Rain was pouring hard at the shopping district in Kawasabus, many people seeking shelter within many of the buildings or practically anything with a roof. Fortunately, one such place happened to be the outdoor bar located at the Kawasabus Shrine Inn, some of the people going under the roof to help keep dry and even get themselves a drink or two. But despite the heavy rain outside, not many chose to remain at the outdoor lounging area of the bar, even if it had a roof over it. But for the few who did benefited from it greatly.

A few of the mammals who were outside were none other than Ishin-Mirkwood clan leader, Thrandeer; the examiner of executions, Iizuka; and the clan's secretary, Katagai. They were all dressed in their usual attire, with the exception of them wearing a large, bowl shaped Japanese straw hats to help keep the rain off their heads. Iizuka was sitting on one side of the booth while Katagai and Thrandeer were siting in the other. Two bottles of sake were placed at the middle of the table, with three small, bowl shaped cups placed in front of the three male mammals. As comfortable as the meeting was, they were there only for the sake of clan business matters.

"What have you learned?" Thrandeer asked the tanuki with a calm tone of voice.

"Her accent and her mannerisms prove she's obviously not from Kawasabus, nor from the country itself", Iizuka began. "She writes beautifully and indicates a certain grace, so despite still being a high school student, she's clearly well educated", he continued. "I'm assuming she's from a wealthy family from Newcastle, England, perhaps. Unfortunately, I wasn't able to come across any records of her. Her family name didn't appear in any registries", the tanuki explained further before pausing for a moment to take a small sip of sake from the bowl shaped glass, only to place it back on the table once he finished to continue speaking. "Finally I sniffed around the whorehouses in town. Nobody was familiar with her face or her scent, white plum", the tanuki finished, with Katagai turning his head towards Iizuka right across from him.

"She could have changed her name, an alias perhaps", Katagai suggested. And as interesting as that sounded, the tanuki shakes his head upon hearing this.

"No, I'd come across that already if that was the case. At this point, its highly unlikely", Iizuka answered while grabbing a hold of one of the bottles of sake and pouring some of the alcoholic beverage inside the bowl shaped cup. "My guess is she might've ran away from home as a teenager at some point in her life and her parents were too busy to find her", he suggested theoretically before pulling the cup to his muzzle and taking a drink of the beverage, setting it back onto the table right afterward. "Either that or her parents were killed at some point in her life", he claimed before leaning back against the booth, the clan leader taking a drink of his beverage before looking at the tanuki.

"I see…" Thrandeer replied. "Did you learn anything else?" the clan leader asked calmly, the tanuki shaking his head before standing up.

"I'll let you know once I learn more", Iizuka replied with a similar tone of voice. Thrandeer stands up along with Katagai and step out of the booth, the bear grabbing his wallet and leaving a tip on the table. Iizuka takes care of the bill by paying up front before heading out of the bar. As for the leader and the secretary, the two males continue about their business like the rest of the common folk, almost as if the conversation they've had never occurred.

* * *

><p><em><strong>At the Inn Penthouse, Thursday morning<strong>_

Peaceful tranquility of music can be heard inside the Penthouse, the source of the music coming from the flute a female kitsune was playing for Thrandeer. While the female kitsune was playing some music with her flute, Thrandeer was reading a letter he had received from the mail. The letter had come from his close friend, Takasugi, the leader of the Neo-kiheitai army, with the letter giving updates regarding the Ishin-Mirkwood clan. And according to the letter, it didn't seem the updates would be any good whatsoever….

_Be careful, Thrandeer_

_Your hometown is rumbling with rumors and conjectures if our Ishin-Mirkwood clan. The old politicians are too frightened to support you against the Kawasabus Neo-Shogunate. Miyabe's group bears particular observation. No one can be trusted. Stay strong, but keep your promise._

Once he had finished reading the letter, the clan leader folds the piece of paper back up before placing it on the coffee table a couple feet away from his coffee. A small sigh escapes his muzzle before placing his right hand-paw under his chin, his index finger rubbing the left side of his jaw while the thumb rests on the right.

"I cannot believe its been over three years since I've made that promise to Takasugi", Thrandeer thought within his mind, remembering the promise he had made with Takasugi sometime after acquiring Matt Wilde into their clan. "I still remember it as if it were yesterday…"

* * *

><p><em><strong>Inside the Ishin-Mirkwood Clan Head Quarters, September 10th, 2006<strong>_

_The promise Thrandeer had made to Takasugi took place near summer's end three years ago, which was made inside the clan's headquarters at the western edge of Kawasabus. Taking place at night after another successful kill streak, Takasugi was taking a seat against the wall next to his shamisen while Thrandeer was sitting on the couch enjoying some sake. Thrandeer himself was dressed in a black tight fitting short sleeved shirt, dark gray hakama pants, and a pair of dark gray socks. As for Takasugi himself, the Shiba Inu wore a white sleeveless kimono shirt along with a pair of hakama pants of the same color. The black cloth belt he wore on his waist was used to help keep his shirt tucked in and secured, much the same with keeping his pants on as well. After a small moment of silence, the Shiba Inu turns towards the deer while noticing him grabbing the bottle and pouring himself a small portion of sake into the bowl shaped cup._

"_Does he please you?" Takasugi asked calmly with a soft grin on his face._

"_He's perfect", Thrandeer answered before raising his cup of sake towards his muzzle and taking a drink of it. He sets the cup down and turns to face the Shiba Inu nearby. "With Matt managing to kill twenty three-people within less than two months, I have to say he's killed more than what the other Ishin-Mirkwood clan would within six months", he claimed following a slight chuckle escaping Takasugi's muzzle._

"_He's special, but as much as I can use him in the Neo-kiheitai, I will give him to you", Takasugi began before grabbing a hold of a shamisen pick from his lap and tilting his head towards the object. "On one condition"._

"_Which is?" Thrandeer asked._

"_Let the kit absorb the horror of our struggle. Keep yourself clear of the disturbance", Takasugi started. "Give me your word that, unless absolutely necessary, you will never again draw your sword", he finished. Now Thrandeer didn't expect him to give such a condition in order to keep Matt as his assassin. However, it was a price he had to pay in order for him to having Matt continue working under him, and it was worth it. Placing the cup onto the coffee table as he did, the deer grabs his sheathed sword and gazes directly at the Shiba._

"_I work everyday for the restoration of our countrymen. From now on, except when absolutely necessary, I do so without a weapon", with those words, Thrandeer walks towards his bedroom located at the wall opposite to where Takasugi was leaning against._

"_Promise me", Takasugi replied, the deer stopping on his tracks and turning his head towards the left, looking back at his friend while opening the sliding door leading to his room._

"_You have my word, Takasugi. Thrandeer Katzuma's sword fighting days are over, unless a time comes when it is absolutely necessary for me to draw my sword", Thrandeer promised reassuringly._

"_Just focus on leading the Ishin-Mirkwood clan through the final days of Kawasabus' tyranny. I'll take care of the rest", Takasugi replied._

"_Thank you", Thrandeer replied, nodding towards the Shiba before entering his room, closing the sliding door behind himself with the intent to get some sleep. The canine grabs a hold of his shamisen instrument and places the body of it comfortably on his lap. With the pick in his right hand, and the neck of the instrument on his left, the Shiba uses the shamisen pick to pluck the strings and his left set of fingers to hit the notes._

_As the Shiba began playing music through his shamisen guitar, Matt Wilde was laying down on his bed with his left hand-paw placed behind the back of his pillow. The articles of clothing he wore consisted of a dark green T-shirt, black fingerless gloves, and camouflage cargo pants, with the leg openings being tucked into the black open toe boots. In the grip of his right hand-paw was a photo of his family taken in the summer of 2000, with his parents being in the back, his older brothers, Nick and Terrance, in the middle, and himself at the front. Ironically enough, it was the last photo he was able to take with his father before something happened to him in early 2001. What happened to him, he did not know. However, he gently folds the photo vertically in half before folding again horizontally with his right hand-paw, placing the photo in the cargo pocket. With the photo he had to remember his family by safely tucked in his cargo pants pocket, he places his right hand-paw behind his pillow and closes his eyes, the comforts of sleep consuming his body within a matter of seconds._

* * *

><p><em><strong>The Kawasabus Shrine Inn Penthouse, 2009<strong>_

Time has indeed passed by like sand going though an hourglass, with the years passing by like they were mere months. Man, how time tends to fly, many say. Either way, the deer lets out a soft sigh before stretching his arms, the female kitsune noticing this and stopping what she was doing within moments.

"Is it bad news?" the female kitsune asked curiously, her hand-paws still holding the flute in position.

"I haven't read a letter of good news in years, Maria", Thrandeer answered before shaking his head softly. Maria, the female kitsune, began chuckling softly with a soft smile forming on her face shortly after he answered.

"Oh really", Maria asked, managing to catch the male's attention enough to make him curious. "I recall writing letters to you", she added following a playful, friendly wink, a soft giggle escaping her muzzle as she spoke. Thrandeer couldn't help but softly smile towards her upon hearing her response.

"Those were different", Thrandeer responded, which again another, slightly softer giggle escaping her muzzle. But now that the topic regarding the letter was mentioned….

"How's Takasugi fairing?" Maria asked with a curious tone of voice, not having heard a word from him for quite sometime. Thrandeer loses his soft smile upon hearing her ask, but continues to remain calm nevertheless about the topic.

"His health declines daily. He and his disease, live alone…"Thrandeer answered before the kitsune turns her head away from the deer a bit upon hearing the buck's answer.

"I grieve for his consort. Uno must miss him", Maria replied.

"Uno understands", Thrandeer claimed, which in response causes the kitsune's eyes to gaze towards the male out of curiosity.

"How can you be so sure of that", Maria asked upon hearing this, being rather curious by the male's choice of words.

"Takasugi has always lived by his own ways", Thrandeer began. "He's something of a drawn sword", the male finished right as Maria stands up from her spot and walks towards Thrandeer, taking a seat next to him on the left and even leaning towards the buck slightly.

"So unfortunate", Maria began, the male deer nodding in response before turning towards the right a bit, his eyes gazing out the penthouse level window and looking at the outside world. "I feel as though Uno can help by serving as a… sheath of some sort", she claimed. And when she said that, that caught the male buck's attention almost immediately, turning his head to face the kitsune with a curious look on his face.

"A sheath?" Thrandeer asked shortly after his eyes were set upon the multiple tailed vulpine next to him. 'Sheath' continues crossing his head numerous times right after she mentioned it. And the more he thought about it, the more it made sense. "I suppose so…" the buck added moments later, agreeing on the matter of Uno serving as a sheath for Takasugi. Now that he thought about it, perhaps he could apply that concept with someone hand have them serve as a sheath for one of his assassins? Who knows…


	8. The Clan Leader's Proposition

_**The Clan Leader's Proposition**_

Another night has come to Kawasabus, and thus was another night for the assassins to come out and play. But despite the night being the time for the assassins to do their jobs, it was also the night for the Neo-Shinsengumi to resume their nightly patrols. Unfortunately for the Neo-Shinsengumi, tonight would not be a good night for them at all.

Within the woods of the Kawasabus National Park, Iizuka and Matt, both of which were dressed in their usual attire, were currently walking along the pathways leading to tonight's killings. They had been assigned to eliminate a few members of the Orimakishu Clan's ninjas to help lessen their numbers and increase the strength of the Kawasabus rebels, the group in which the Ishin-Mirkwood clan is aligned. Yet instead of finding any of their designated targets, both Matt and Iizuka were met with a very slow night, for not a single one of their targets were found… or so it seems.

Right as the two were about to call it a night, since nobody was in sight and they both had plans tomorrow (School for Matt and Clan Business for Iizuka), the loud sounds of sports whistles being blown were going off. The two assassins immediately turn to the left pathway and discover roughly seven approaching figures were heading their directions. But they weren't the ninjas they were assigned to kill. No, these were members of the Neo-Shinsengumi, and they were rushing towards them with great speed. All of them were wolves, whether they be arctic, timber, or a hybrid of sort, and every single one of them had their swords pulled out and prepared for their next kill. Neither one of them expected the Neo-Shinsengumi to show up at the National Park at this time, nor did they know the reason for their presence as well. But now was not the time to think about such things, for it was time for the two assassins to engage in battle.

Both Matt and Iizuka quickly rush towards the seven Neo-Shinsengumi members with their swords gripped tightly around their hand-paws, the fox leaping a good several feet towards one of them and performs a diagonal slash attack. One of the arctic wolves tried to block the attack, but the blade was unfortunately broken in two as a result along with having his torso sliced in half from the upper left shoulder down through the right oblique muscle. The bloody contents of the body's organs along with excessive amounts of blood began to splatter around the area, some of which spray onto Matt, Iizuka, and some of the Neo-Shinsengumi members. Some of the members rush towards Iizuka while another attempts to perform a horizontal slash against the fox. However, Matt drops onto the ground and performs a leg sweep with his right leg, knocking the attacker onto the ground before the fox stabs the wolf right through the chest with his sword. As soon as the blade was pierced right through his chest, the fox places his left hand-paw behind the back of the blade and pushes it upward, managing to slice right through the wolf's head and killing him instantly.

After Matt managed to dispatch his attacker, Iizuka manages to quickly eliminate two of the remaining five Neo-Shinsengumi assailants easily. However, the other three manage to corner him against a tree as the tanuki prepares for his next set of kills. But right as the wolves prepare to attack, however, the fox quickly kills them by using his sword to decapitate them. Their bodies fall onto the floor just as fast as blood starts spraying out of their bodies almost like water shooting out of a fire hydrant. Iizuka looks up to the fox and nods with a soft, thankful gesture before standing up. However, more sports whistles start going off just right of Matt's direction, the fox and the tanuki quickly turning towards the source of the sound. And once they spotted roughly more members of the Neo-Shinsengumi, Matt starts growling as both he and Iizuka grip the hilts of their swords tightly.

"Shit, there's more of them!" Iizuka exclaimed with a growl, the sounds of sports whistles going off becoming louder with each passing second.

"Surrender in the name of the Neo-Shinsengumi!" A vulpine member of the Neo-Shinsengumi shouted, the red and gray furred fox sprinting towards the two assassins with his blade drawn. Both Matt and Iizuka turn towards one another before turning towards the left pathway, noticing a large set of stairs up ahead.

"C'mon, we can take care of them up there!" Iizuka exclaimed before sprinting towards the stairs rapidly, with Matt following behind almost immediately. The Neo-Shinsengumi immediately notice this and began following them quickly, getting in hot pursuit of the two assassins rushing towards the stairs. Up the steps they go, the assassins continue their attempt to flee from the other assassins. Then an idea came to mind, with Matt turning towards the tanuki next to him.

"Iizuka! I'll take care of these guys. You go on ahead and hid behind one of the trees!" Matt exclaimed towards the tanuki, the other assassin giving him a cocked brow at the suggestion. As reluctant as he was about it, he nods with understanding and quickly rushes away from the stairway and into the woods.

As soon as the fox steps onto one of the square platforms, which was close to where a red Japanese gate was located, the vulpine quickly turns around with his sword raised and jumps towards the other fox near the bottom of the stairs. The Neo-Shinsengumi fox raises his katana up to defend himself from the assassin, but despite successfully managing to block the vertical attack, he was knocked back by the sheer force of the attack and hits one of the other approaching members by accident. He quickly makes a recovery and launches himself towards the assassin, but Matt's blade manages to stab right through the Neo-Shinsengumi fox's skull, killing him instantly. Pulling the blade out of the body's skull as quickly as he did, the fox notices three more Neo-Shinsengumi members, all wolves, rushing towards the fox with their blades in hand.

Seeing the three wolves approaching him as quickly as they did, the fox tightens his grip on the handle of his sword before rushing towards them with haste. One of the wolves raises his blade upward and attempts a vertical slash attack, but the fox quickly tilts the blade perpendicular to the angle of his opponent's sword and blocks the attack. An idea comes into the fox's mind just before the blade clashed loudly with the wolf's, clenching his left hand-paw into a fist and punching the back of his own sword and applying more force against his opponents. The resulting action was enough to slice Matt's sword right through the wolf's own, the top half of his opponent's blade spiraling upwards until the sharp tip of the broken blade stabbing the bark of the tree and sticking itself onto it.

With his opponent disarmed, the fox quickly performs a horizontal attack against his opponent and slices the wolf's body in half, severing the torso from the lower part of the body as blood starts splattering out of the two severed halves. Now his attention turns towards the other two wolves plus the third Neo-Shinsengumi member, who was a brown and white Siberian husky. The three remaining Neo-Shinsengumi members start rushing towards the fox rapidly with their swords in hand. Although Matt wanted to deal with them one at a time, he needed to end this quickly. With this in mind, he slowly gets into his battojutsu stance, performing the action by placing his sword back into its sheath and moving his left foot-paw back. He also leans his torso forward and twists his upper body to the left a little bit, his right hand-paw grabbing onto the handle of the sword and causing the three Neo-Shinsengumi members to stop right in their tracks. The fox's eyes were focusing on the three enemies in front of him, and he was ready for the next set of kills.

After a prolonged silence, the fox suddenly rushes towards them and jumps, pulling his sword out of the sheath and performing a diagonal slash against them, slicing the first two in half from the bottom right parts of the torso to the upper left. As for the husky, he had only sustained a slash mark across his chest, not bleeding too heavily from the wound itself. But the fox sought an end to the husky's life, performing an aerial sweep and deeply lacerating the husky's throat. Within a mere instant, the Neo-Shinsengumi husky collapses onto the ground and dies almost instantly due to excessive blood loss. With the Neo-Shinsengumi members dead, the fox grabs a cloth from his left cargo pocket and wipes the blade clean with it, only to place it back in the same pocket and sheath his sword shortly after the blade was cleaned.

The fox was rushing towards the spot where Iizuka hid, but suddenly stops on his tracks after hearing the sounds of sports whistles going off. Fortunately they were from a far away enough distance to where they can avoid getting seen by the approaching Neo-Shinsengumi, but that didn't mean they could stick around for a little while. No, they needed to get the hell out of there, and NOW! Spotting Iizuka rushing out of the woods, the fox nods towards the tanuki and quickly starts running though the forest, taking a shortcut to where Matt had parked his car.

"Dammit all! We were ambushed again!" Iizuka yelled furiously while quickly following Matt towards the hidden parking spot through the woods. "Those were definitely Neo-Shinsengumi, I knew it!" he furiously continued, quickly reaching into his hakama pants pocket and grabbing a hold of his ICarrot 3G smartphone and pressing the button. "I'll call Thrandeer and tell him we have a traitor in our midst!" the tanuki yelled towards him and slides his thumb right through the slider to unlock his phone.

"Iizuka, don't try calling Thrandeer just yet!" Matt exclaimed with a calm and collected tone of voice. "If you try calling him now, there's no doubt the Neo-Shinsengumi or other Neo-Shogunate groups will be able to trace the call. Wait until we get to the car! That way I can turn the jammer on and prevent them from tracing the call", the fox explained, continuing to sprint as fast as he could while trying to up the pace quickly. Iizuka was a bit skeptic about refraining from calling when Matt first started speaking. But after he had finished, the tanuki nods and places his phone back inside of his pocket, focusing his energy on getting the hell out of there as soon as possible.

Five minutes quickly pass like it were only three, with the two assassins making it to Matt's 2009 midnight black Dodge Challenger, which bore two red horizontal stripes on the hood and sides of the car. Grabbing his keys from his right pocket and quickly pressing on the unlock button, with a few soft beeping noises, the car doors were unlocked and allows the two male mammals to get in the car quickly. Matt places the keys into the ignition and starts the car right away, turning the radio jammer on so it would allow the examiner of executions to make the phone call without being traced by the local authorities, Neo-Shinsengumi, or any other members and clans in the Kawasabus Neo-Shogunate. With the car started, the fox quickly pulls out of the secret parking spot and drives onto the road, with Iizuka making the phone call to Thrandeer to tell him everything that had transpired at the assassination site.

* * *

><p><em><strong>At the Assassination site, a few minutes after Matt and Iizuka's escape<strong>_

Lamps and flashlights illuminate the assassination sight at the Kawasabus National Park, with several members of the Neo-Shinsengumi examining all of the bodies that lay dead on the early soils. While they were not surprised that some of their own would be killed, the caliber in which they've died was an entire different story. Two of the members, Okita and Saito, approach one of the severed bodies on the stairs and kneel down in front of the corpse, pointing their flash lights towards the lupine's body, which was horizontally sliced in half. And what they saw was a rather sickening sight to behold….

"His bones were cut clean through…" Okita said upon examining the clean cut that severed the wolf's upper body from the lower, especially after seeing the clean cut on the lower part of the vertebrae. Hell, the cut was as clean as a knife cutting through cheese.

"Was the assassin a jigen swordsman?" A lupine Neo-Shinsengumi member asked, examining another body next to the one Okita was looking at, seeing a husky Neo-Shinsengumi member with a lacerated throat.

"No, not possible", Saito claimed, pointing his flashlight towards the other bodies throughout the rest of the stair cases. Okita looks to his left and notices a broken piece of a sword sticking onto the bark of a tree nearby, standing up and taking a closer look at the broken blade. "The assassin must've blocked Sudo's attack before using his own blade to sever Sudo's", the wolf explained, his eyes narrowing slightly at the broken sword in the corpse's possession. "The level of damage is consistent with the method of a jigen swordsman".

"This technique is more exact…" Okita claimed, his eyes continuing to examine the broken piece of the blade that once belonged to the late Sudo.

"Far more so…" Saito replied. "With an assassin of this caliber at large, I should've accompanied these mammals personally" the wolf added.

"Who could've done this?" A lupine Neo-Shinsengumi member asked with a set of widened eyes, again not expecting a grisly scene like this to happen, especially with an assassin of this skill level.

"A demon… in vulpine form", Saito answered before turning around towards the other corpses within the area, aiming his flashlight at the spots where the mortal injuries were located. "Yet something tells me that, despite having done most of the work, he wasn't alone…" the wolf thought within his mind before resuming the investigation at hand. He knew the assassin needed to be stopped… and quickly before the body count continues to rise any further.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Matt's Hotel Room, One and a half hours later<strong>_

After having a rough night at the assassination site earlier that night, along with having to go to a hectic meeting with other members of the Ishin-Mirkwood clan, a nice, hot shower sounded rather nice right about now. And whats what Matt did right as soon as the meeting had concluded, having taken a thirty minute shower to cleanse his body from both the smell and stains of the Neo-Shinsengumi blood on him. The hot water helped relax the tense muscles on his body along with helping slow the blood flow coming from the scar on his left cheek. But despite having to deal with the Neo-Shinsengumi along with a very hectic meeting, a nice, how shower was definitely a great way to conclude the night.

After having showered for a good half an hour, the fox steps out of the bathroom holding a white towel over the scar on his left cheek. Dressed in a dark gray T-shirt and a pair of black pajama pants with white stripes on the side, Matt walks into the living room and takes a seat on the couch, resting his feet-paws on top of the coffee table. He leans forward and began to reach for the remote on the coffee table, but a knock on the door stopped him on his tracks. The fox stands up from the couch and starts walking towards the sliding door, grabbing the handle and sliding the door to the left. And the person standing by his doorstep definitely caught the fox by surprise.

The mammal standing at his doorway was none other than Jenny Bunni, the rabbit he had met at school roughly a couple weeks ago. The clothing she wore definitely caught his eye, especially dark green, tight fitting T-shirt she wore on her torso. On the chest area bore the Kawasabus Shrine Inn hotel logo in white. Her midnight blue nylon pants fit tightly around her hips down to her knees, only to give a nice bootcut down to the leg openings. White stripes can be seen going down on the sides of her hips, which give off a nice look to the pants. Lastly, her signature black and white Chuck Taylor shoes were worn over her feet-paws. A white Styrofoam box was in possession of the female's hand-paws, clearly smelling of freshly cooked chicken teriyaki with noodles, steamed veggies, and steamed brown rice. As the bunny continues to stand in front of the hotel room doorway, she looks up at Matt's left cheek and notices him holding the towel over it, which clearly meant one thing….

"Your wound's bleeding again, isn't it?" Jenny asked, the vulpine nodding softly towards her once in response. "Do you need any medical supplies?"

"No, I'm alright. Though I appreciate your offer", Matt replied calmly before a question of his own began forming in his mind. "But what are you doing here? I thought you checked out last Saturday", the fox asked with a curious tone.

"Amaya asked me to work here during the weekends for both morning and night shifts", Jenny answered before lifting the box containing the food inside. "Speaking of which, I was told to deliver you your order", she claimed, the smell of freshly cooked food filling the male's nostrils. His stomach growls a bit in response to taking in such a pleasant smell.

"Thanks, Jenny. I was starting to get a bit famished", Matt replied with a thankful nod before gently grabbing a hold of the Styrofoam box with his right hand-paw and holding the door open by leaning his back against the edge of it. "I'll have to grab my wallet from the bedroom so I can pay you. Would you like to come in?" he asked before the bunny looks up at the fox with a nod.

"I would like that", Jenny answered before the fox steps to the side, allowing the to rabbit enter his room. Entering the room as she did, the fox closes the door behind her with his right elbow and walks to the living room, setting his food on the coffee table before walking to his bedroom door. Jenny takes a seat on the couch right as the fox opens the sliding door and enters the bedroom to retrieve his wallet. The bunny looks around the room a bit and stretches her arms and legs, a yawn escaping her muzzle right as the fox exits the bedroom with his wallet in hand, and the towel no longer being held against his left cheek.

"How much is the order, Jenny?" Matt asked, opening his wallet and placing his hand-paws inside the main compartment. The bunny leans forward and moves her right hand-paw inside of the corresponding pocket, grabbing the receipt from it and pulling it out. Quickly looking over it, she looks back up to the fox before handing it to him.

"The order's ten-fifty", Jenny answered, the fox nodding in response and grabs both a ten and one dollar bill from his wallet and handing both bills to the rabbit.

"Keep the change", Matt replied before taking a seat next to her on the right, grabbing the packaged chop sticks attached to the top of the Styrofoam box and snapping the back parts of them off by gently pulling them away from one another. He opens the box and takes a brief sniff of the contents inside, the aroma of the freshly cooked Japanese food filling his nose quick. Man, was the fox famished right about now. Grabbing a piece of grilled chicken teriyaki and twirling the piece around some of the thick noodles, he pulls the chopsticks up towards his muzzle and places the food inside his mouth. As he ate, the female looks up at the scar on his left cheek, seeing that, although still red, the wound no longer bled.

"I hope you don't mind me asking, but can you tell me about your scar… regarding why it still bleeds n' all?" Jenny asked, wanting to try and make conversation in some way while he ate his food. Matt was chewing in the first bite when she asked that question, swallowing his food before turning to face her with a calm look on his face. He was still unsure about what to say on the matter, nor was he unsure of what she'll think of him after he tells her. But for now, one thing he knew of what to do was wait until the time was right to explain. With a calm sigh, the fox places the tips of his chopsticks into the brown rice before turning to face her.

"I'm honestly unsure on how to tell you about it just yet", Matt replied, grabbing some of the brown rice with his chopsticks and placing some of the rice into his mouth.

"I see…" Jenny replied with a slightly disappointed tone of voice. She wanted to know more about the scar on his face, amongst other things about what he's been doing. She knew he had killed someone already, but something told her there was more about what he had been doing than what the fox told her. But despite the questions forming in her mind, she couldn't place them into words just yet. But there was one thing that she can put to words regarding his scar. "You know, every time I look at your scar, I keep getting reminded on how you made the rain bleed… I don't know why", the rabbit claimed, turning away from him following a sigh. She closes her eyes as well, yet the feeling of a reassuring hand-paw on her right shoulder snapped her into attention, her sapphire blue eyes looking up to jade green.

"Jenny, I promised you I would tell you everything when the time came, and I intend to keep that promise", Matt reassured with a calm tone of voice, one that sounded reassuring as well. She nods with an understanding tone before gently wrapping her arms around his muscular left arm, her head resting on his deltoid muscle. However, her eyes widen from her own actions and quickly releases her hold off him, a soft blush forming on her face after she did that. Thankfully, the fox was softly smiling towards her before gently patting the upper part of her back with his left hand-paw. "You should go on ahead and get back to the lobby. Amaya might start looking for ya if you stick around for much longer", the fox claimed. Although she found herself reluctant to leave for reasons she didn't know, the rabbit nods with understanding before stepping off the couch. Walking towards the front door as she did, she turns her head towards him before waving at him with her right hand-paw.

"Have a good night", Jenny said to the male before she exits the hotel room, closing the door behind her and began heading for the elevator. With the rabbit gone, the fox turns back to his food and grabs the chopsticks he was using, continuing to eat his food slowly with a small, content smile on his face. He felt at peace for the time being, but for how long, he was uncertain. Then again, only time can tell….

* * *

><p><em><strong>Inside Matt's hotel room, Sunday morning<strong>_

Sunday mornings were usually peaceful mornings for a lot of people across the planet, whether it would be sleeping in for as long as needed, or to going to church in some cases. But that wasn't the case for the Ishin-Mirkwood clan inside the Kawasabus Shrine Inn. In fact, for a Sunday morning, it was rather rowdy and almost unruly, and with good reason as well. After Iizuka had told Thrandeer what had transpired, he had the clan have a meeting on the same night regarding the incident. Now another one was going on, with this one taking place inside of Matt's room since Thrandeer was out taking care of clan business. This particular meeting was about an order the deer had told examiner of executions to tell the others, and now Iizuka was sitting on the couch preparing to give the order Thrandeer specifically told him to give.

"What exactly did Thrandeer say to you?" one clan member, particularly a silver fox, asked.

"'You must refrain from any aggressive action until I instruct you otherwise'. Those were his exact words", Iizuka claimed almost immediately, loud groans and growls escaping the muzzles from many clan members, predator and prey alike, with the exception of Matt. He was sitting on the floor with his legs crossed, his back leaning against the wall adjacent to the wall where the front door was attached. His sword was sheathed and leaning against the front of his left shoulder.

"You can't be serious?!"

"What are we supposed to do? sit on out hand-paws and do nothing?!"

Those were only a few of the questions and complaints many of the mammals inside were saying, many others continuing to express their disbelief and disapproval of the order. Nobody liked the order the tanuki claimed Thrandeer had given him to tell the others. Hell, many of them were even questioning on the legitimacy on the order itself. Did Thrandeer actually give the order to the examiner of executions to tell the others? Or was it the tanuki who made up the order as an attempt to settle things down?

"The Neo-Shinsengumi are slaughtering patriots everyday! **NOW** should be the time we should be attacking them and those Ishin-Orimaku monsters!" another Ishin-Mirkwood clan member, a black and white furred Siberian Husky, exclaimed, a lot of the other clan members exclaiming in agreement.

"Yes!"

"Yeah!"

"We should fight!"

Theses were only a few of the chants many of the other clan members cried, their thirst for battle increasing with each passing second. The meeting was starting to get rowdier with each passing second, and something must be done to calm them down… and quickly at that.

"ENOUGH!" Iizuka shouted at the exact moment he slams his right fist onto the coffee table loudly, managing to silence the clan members who were able to attend the meeting. A few of the others were softly shushing the other who were still trying to be noisy. And despite the disappointing order, most were still wanting to know what the examiner of executions had to say. "The mammal standing next to you may in fact be a spy for our enemies! Should we plan an attack only for them to know in advance?!" the tanuki asked loudly, which that has proven to be an interesting point. Many of them were looking amongst one another cautiously, but not with malice. Were any of them spies at all, or was it in fact a joke? "Thrandeer's right. We wait", and with this, the meeting concluded regardless of the other clan members wanted to say. But right now, Matt was still dead tired, barely only getting five hours of sleep thanks to Thrandeer having requiring him to use his room for the meeting.

Out of respect for the fox, the clan members began to leave the room to let the fox sleep peacefully. Matt didn't even notice his wound beginning to bleed for some odd reason. But honestly, he didn't care, because sleep sounded good right about now for the fox. Once the last member had left and shut the door behind himself, the fox began to drift off into a much needed sleep.

* * *

><p><em><strong>The Kawasabus Shrine Inn Gardens, a couple hours later<strong>_

Clouds filled the entire sky in the latter part of the morning, especially within the shopping district region of the Japanese themed rural town. Soft sounds of thunder can be heard across the sky, but the sky did now begin to rain… just yet. In fact, a female rabbit by the name of Jenny Bunni was walking into the garden to lend a helping hand with Amaya and a couple of the other girls who showed up to work, with irises . Dressed in a black and blue kimono, along with a pair of Chuck Taylor shoes, the rabbit enters the Kawasabus Shrine Inn's garden and into the nearby shed. Her ears flicker to the sound of rain falling to the ground before a soft sigh of relief escapes her muzzle, having brought a large umbrella with her just in case.

"Is it raining again?" Amaya asked with a curious tone of voice, with Jenny turning towards Amaya and two nine tailed female arctic kitsunes, both of which were twins. They were both dressed in kimonos as well, with Amaya wearing a black and red kimono, while the two female kitsunes were dressed in purple and indigo colored kimonos. The first kitsune had purple as the main color and indigo as the secondary, while the second had indigo as the main color and purple as the secondary.

"Unfortunately it is", Jenny answered.

"Good god, I'm sick to death of the rain", Amaya answered. "Though Melissa and Maria on the other hand, are quite fond of it".

"Of course we love the rain!" Both Melissa and Maria replied in agreement, giggles escaping the muzzles of both multi-tailed vulpine women.

"The weather forecast said it might be the last one for the fall. But honestly, since when could the weather mammals predict the weather accurately regardless of the up to date technology", Jenny claimed with a slight chuckle escaping her muzzle.

"True", Amaya replied with a slight chuckle. "But nevertheless, we can help brighten the day by rearranging the irises", she claimed.

"Need any help?" Jenny asked before Maria, the second kitsune, turns to face the bunny nearby her station.

"Please, help Melissa cut the carrots", Maria suggested, the bunny turning to face her and nods.

"Sure, I'll do what I can", Jenny replied before starting to walk towards where Melissa was located.

"You're just like an Iris, Jenny", Amaya claimed, stopping the bunny dead on her tracks as she turns to face the gray vixen nearby.

"Huh?" Jenny asked with a curious, almost dumbfounded expression on her face, wondering what the gray vixen had meant behind her words.

"In other words, you're like a beautiful flower, but one that stands out more on a cloudy day than a sunny day", Amaya claimed, making the bunny look at her again with the same expression as before. However, she shakes it off with a chuckle before walking towards Melissa's station, taking a seat on the chair opposite to the one Melissa was sitting on. Grabbing a knife with her right hand-paw and a carrot with the left, she began to cut the vegetable with the knife piece by piece in silence, thinking about what Amaya meant behind those words and hoping to understand the meaning in due time.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Matt's Hotel Room, roughly 1:15 pm<strong>_

The peaceful sounds of soft, tender breathing fill the hotel room Matt was staying in, with the fox sleeping against the wall adjacent to the wall where the front door was attached too. The sounds of rain hitting the ground outside can also be heard from inside the room, albeit faintly thanks to the window muffing the sound. Aside from those soft sounds, all was silent… until the hotel room door was opened by one of the maids with the use of a key card. And the one who opened the door was none other than a particular rabbit the fox knew.

Jenny Bunni opened the door to Matt's hotel room and walks inside of the room with a roller cart in the grip of her hand-paws, the cart containing various items like toiletries, towels, and several other room necessities. She began examining the room before turning her head to the right where the fox was located, seeing the fox sleeping so peacefully. She had been sent up there by one of the maids to go check on him and possibly clean up his hotel room if needed. Fortunately for her, the room was completely clean and free of any trash around the area. Regardless of the fact, she couldn't help but stare at the sleeping figure roughly five yards away from her. She couldn't help but let soft smile form on her face at such a sight, the male breathing slowly in such a peaceful manner.

But her soft smile didn't last long, however, for she notices the fox's left cheek was partially blood stained, which meant his scar had been bleeding again. She wondered if whether or not he had actually killed someone, yet based on his scent lacking blood except for the slash on his left cheek, that was quickly dismissed. Pulling the cart back as she did, she pushes the cart forward and approaches the sleeping vulpine nearby. She places the cart next to the vulpine's left and began to examine the scar on his left cheek, and based on how the scar currently looked meant it must've stopped sometime in the latter part of the morning. The bunny was about to grab some medical supplies to help tend to the injury when she examined the male's face closely, which reminded of something she did not expect.

"His face… the way his face looks reminds me of a sleeping child…" Jenny thought within her mind and continues to look at his face closely for another few moments. But the chill in the air soon snaps her out of her trance as another thing came into mind. Despite his fur, she figured he might've been cold in some way. With that in mind, the bunny turns to the cart and grabs a large, light gray towel, and wraps it around the sleeping fox's shoulders gently. Her eyes gaze towards his face for the second time, similar thoughts starting to form inside of her mind. "A child may be able to commit murder. But…" the bunny thought from the back of her mind, yet began to lean forward and moves her right hand-paw towards the male's face. However, she stops on her tracks and turns towards the cart, moving away from the fox with the intention to grab a few things from it.

The rabbit began examining the middle compartment of the cart she had brought into the room, her hand-paws moving through it at a decently quick pace. She was looking for some medical rubbing alcohol along with cotton swabs to help disinfect the wound. Fortunately she was able to grab a hold of the necessary supplies she needed and places them on the ground next to her. Closing the compartment as she did, the bunny grabs a cotton swab and the medical peroxide, opening the cap with her left thumb and sticking the swab into the bottle. She pulls it out moments later and closes the bottle, setting it next to the front left wheel of the cart before scooting towards the fox. The bunny starts moving the wet swab towards his cheek, but what was about to happen next was something she herself did not expect at the slightest.

When the cotton swab she had was only a quarter of an inch away from his scar, the fox's eyes suddenly shoot wide open much to the bunny's surprise. No! That wasn't the right word to describe how she felt. She was in pure _**shock**_! And what happened next within a mere fraction of a second, the fox grabbing the rabbit and pinning her to the back left corner of the couch with his sword unsheathed, the sharp edge of he blade only half an inch away from her throat. Never before did she see him in such a terrifying form, his now fiery green eyes and seething white teeth exposed to the bunny in a predatory sort of way. Fortunately for Jenny, the terrifying look on Matt's face wouldn't last much longer.

Almost right after the fox had quickly penned the bunny against the back left corner of the couch, the fire in his eyes burn out in an instant. His fiercely narrow eyes widen with shock before releasing the bunny, taking a few steps back away from her with soft panting following shortly after. For a moment he thought he was about to get attacked by an unknown enemy within the safety of his hotel suite. But never did he expect Jenny of all people to be the one inside of his room alone. And when he turns his head towards the left a bit, seeing both the cart and the medical supplies on the ground, he immediately realized she didn't pose a threat at all, but only came in here to tend to the wound on his cheek. Turning his head towards the bunny, the fox began panting slower after seeing the terrified look on the rabbits face, his eyes narrowing apologetically within a matter of seconds before a soft sigh escapes his muzzle.

"I'm sorry…" Matt apologized softly to the terrified bunny in front of him while sheathing his sword. But almost immediately after sheathing his blade, he notices a light gray towel over him and pulls it off, looking at it for a moment before turning back to the rabbit nearby. Although she was still terrified about what just happened, she manages to get back onto her feet-paws and looks down towards the medical supplies to her right, her eyelids closing partially.

"I thought you were… might be cold…", Jenny began, her left hand-paw moving to the upper part of her right arm. "And… I also saw blood on your left cheek and… thought I can help clean up your wound", she continued, the fox's eyes gazing towards her momentarily before closing them.

"I'm sorry…" Matt apologized for the second time, his voice bearing more of an apologetic tone compared to the calm tone he first used to apologize with. He starts walking to the coffee table in front of the couch before placing the sheathed weapon on the table surface.

"Do you tend to sleep against the walls like that?" Jenny asked, now bearing a curious tone of voice despite the somewhat terrified look on her face.

"Not always", Matt answered, his eyes set upon the sheathed weapon before him. "Regardless, though, a swordsman like myself must adapt to all environments if a bed or couch isn't available to sleep on", the fox explained while Jenny was picking up the medical supplies and placing them back into the middle compartment. She closes the compartment and pulls the cart away from the couch, turning it a hundred eighty degrees and rolling it towards the front door. The rabbit turns around after placing the cart by the door, shifting her attention to the fox sitting on the couch.

"You know, you could stop killing if you wanted to…" Jenny began, approaching the fox and climbing onto the couch, taking a seat next to Matt as she spoke. "No one can go on killing forever. You can find a place of peace where you can sleep without a sword by your side…" she claimed, managing to grab the fox's attention with those next set of words, his jade green eyes staring down towards the rabbit's sapphire blue pair. But despite the brief moment they gazed at each other, the fox turns away from the rabbit and lets out a calm sigh, closing his eyelids before beginning to speak.

"I've… been trying that since I was only a kit, ever since I lost my mother to the hand-paws of several assassins many years ago…. It's not easy", Matt responded, reopening his eyes and gazing towards the sheathed sword in front of him. "I wish sleep was my only fear, but I guess that's not the case for me", he added, his hand-paws moving to his thighs and clutching them almost tightly. The bunny gasped softly upon hearing about this, since never before did he mention anything about his parents, especially with mentioning the death of his mother.

"Matt…" Jenny replied softly, unsure of what else to say next. However, the fox's brows furrow and his eyes set themselves towards the rabbit.

"I already know I'm not gonna live a long life, and I've come to accept that fact", Matt claimed before standing up from the couch, closing his eyes and turning his head away from her. "Look, I understand you're only trying to help, and I appreciate what you're doing. However, you're wasting your time worrying about it more than I do", the fox continued with a calm tone of voice, his hand-paws unconsciously clenching slightly into a fist momentarily before unclenching his fingers. He turns his head towards the rabbit with his eyes partially open. "I thank you for your kindness and all, but its better spent on someone else, Jenny. Nothing you possess should ever smell of blood", the fox finished before turning away from her, grabbing his sword and began walking towards the suite's bedroom.

The fox approaches the bedroom door and places his right hand-paw onto the handle of the sliding door. But before he could open it, however, the fox felt a hand-paw turn him a hundred eighty degrees following a loud _**SMACK**_ to the face from the same hand-paw. He was about to let out a growl, but stopped himself as soon as he notices the pair of sapphire blue eyes looking up at him angrily, and on the verge of tears.

"What the hell's your problem, Matt?" Jenny growled, soft sobs escaping her muzzle as she began to speak. "I was only trying to help you and you're just gonna push me away like that?!" she nearly shouted towards him, marching up to him and shoving him against the door with a surprisingly strong force, obviously from how upset she was.

"Jenny, I-" Matt began.

"NO!" Jenny shouted from the top of her lungs, tears now flowing freely down her cheeks with fury. "Its obvious you don't want me butting into your personal life, even if I was only trying to help! And if you don't want me around anymore, SO BE IT!" She shouted following a series of sobs before turning away from the fox and running for the front door.

"Jenny-" Matt spoke and was about to sprint towards the door to help calm the bunny down, but the female gave him a rather deathly glare, stopping him dead on his tracks.

"DON'T try talking to me anymore, Matt! JUST DON'T!" Jenny shouted through her sobs before grabbing the cart, rushing out of the room before turning around briefly to slam the sliding door. Matt was too shocked to move, nor did he wanna fuel the fire anymore than he unintentionally had. A heavy guilt-ridden sigh escapes his muzzle before closing his eyes, shaking his head in a similar tone before walking towards his bedroom door. He didn't know what to do, and he felt really bad about what he said to her. His heart felt heavy after hearing those words, like a pile of bricks had crushed his heart. The fox opens his bedroom door and enters the room, closing the door behind him. Today was definitely not his day….

* * *

><p><em><strong>The Inn Penthouse, six hours later<strong>_

The day has been rather hectic for the Ishin-Mirkwood clan, especially after having a rowdy hotel meeting inside Matt's room earlier. And since that meeting, its been getting a lot harder to keep the clan under control, even after returning to the hotel a quarter til five in the afternoon. The clan was hungry for blood, and they wanted to kill off the enemy clans and Neo-Shinsengumi immediately. But now was not the time to think about such things until after proper planning has been arranged.

About two and a half hours after returning to the hotel, Thrandeer Katzuma was currently sitting on the sofa inside of the Penthouse he currently occupies, a small cup of sake in his right hand-paw. Despite not being able to taste the beverage, he is in a real need for it to help settle his nerves and hopefully lower his stress levels. Usually dressed in clothing suited for battle, tonight was an entirely different story. His attire now consisted of a black tank top along with a charcoal gray pair of pajama pants with black stripes on the side. The deer could've set up another meeting with give the rowdy members a piece of his mind, but right now he just wanted to relax… or that would've been the case of he hadn't heard a knock on the door. Then again, he knew it must've been room service coming to deliver him his dinner.

"Come in", Thrandeer said to the person knocking on the door, the sliding door opening to reveal the English-born bunny Matt had met recently. And telling by the look she bore on her face, something told him she wasn't in the best of moods.

"Your food's here, sir", Jenny replied to the deer before walking towards him with the Styrofoam box in both hand-paws, barely managing to place it on the table by standing on just her toes. "That'll be nine-fifty, Thrandeer", she said to the buck before the deep grabs his wallet next to his food, pulling out a ten for the female and handing it to the bunny.

"Here, keep the change", Thrandeer replied, the female rabbit nodding prior to accepting the ten and placing it inside her kimono pocket. She turns away from the male before walking towards the door, which an idea soon began formulating inside of the buck's mind. Recalling a conversation he had with Maria a few days ago, maybe…. "Pardon me, Jenny, assuming I guessed your name right", the deer began, the rabbit stopping on her tracks before turning towards him with a curious look on her face.

"Yes, Thrandeer?" Jenny asked, curious on what it is he wanted to say to her.

"If it wouldn't be too much trouble, I'd like to talk to you for just a moment, please", Thrandeer replied. And although the rabbit wasn't exactly in the best of moods, she nods towards the deer and walks towards him, taking a seat on the sofa right across from the one he was sitting on.

Once the bunny had gotten comfortable on the other sofa, Thrandeer began to explain some of the reasoning behind her presence inside. One of them regarded Matt Wilde and how the deer had made him into an assassin through his own teachings. As uncomfortable as the rabbit was to hear about Matt, especially after the heated rant she made after trying to help him, she continued to listen in hopes of at least trying to figure out something the things the vulpine was getting himself involved in. She wasn't surprised on the fact Matt had been an assassin (especially after seeing him carrying a sword almost constantly), but she was still somewhat shocked about the caliber of his skill. Once Thrandeer had explained everything, the entire talk taking about fifteen minutes, now it was time for the bunny to bring up an interesting question.

"Justice disguised as insanity?" Jenny asked with a cocked brow.

"It was a principle that was brought forth by my master, Yoshida", Thrandeer began. "In order to facilitate a greater good, one must sometimes do what is abhorred", the deer explained further, the rabbit's eyebrows furrowing at what he said.

"So you've made Matt the embodiment of this concept?" Jenny asked, a prolonged pause filling the air as the buck looks towards the rabbit with a calmly serious look on his face.

"Yes, I suppose…" Thrandeer replied. "Which is precisely why I need to talk to you, Jenny", he claimed, making the bunny cock another curious brow at him. "My friend, Takasugi, has lived a very violent life… one that will soon come to an end. He would be a lost cause as a mammal if not for his consort, Uno, who serves as his sheath".

"His sheath? What do you mean?" Jenny asked curiously, yet now stating to become intrigued by what he was saying.

"She shields him from his inner self", Thrandeer answered, now time to bring up the next important question. "Will you be a sheath for Matt?" and with that question, Jenny's eyes widen slightly upon hearing this. She didn't know exactly how to answer on that, nor was she sure if she's willing to perform such a task.

"You ask me…?" Jenny asked, albeit a bit reluctantly.

"A part of Matt is crying out for something meaningful. The life I've made for him will not satisfy that", Thrandeer answered before letting out a soft sigh from his muzzle. "You're the only one who has ever touched him. You have the best chance of saving Matt from himself", he claimed, making the rabbit's eyes widen in response to such words. She didn't expect to hear the clan leader to ask her such a thing, nor was she unsure if she can go through with it after earlier this afternoon. She looks down to herself and began breathing a bit faster.

"I… I don't know if I can go through with the request", Jenny answered honestly. However, a reassuring hand-paw from Thrandeer helped slow her breathing rate, along with getting her to raise her head towards him.

"You don't have to answer me right away. All I'm asking for you is to take some time to seriously think about what I've said", Thrandeer replied. "Please… I'm willing to do anything to keep Matt from becoming an unrepentant killer", the male calmly pleaded, willing to do anything to help Matt in anyway possible. Jenny was still unsure about the request after what had happened today, but she also didn't want him to become an unrepentant killer as well. But after a moment, she closes her eyes and lets out a heavy sigh, still unsure of how to answer.

"I'll think about it, Thrandeer… but I can't make any promises", Jenny answered with an honest tone, the deer nodding with understanding.

"Thank you", Thrandeer replied before grabbing a notepad from the coffee table along with a pen, opening the pad and begins to write down something on the notepad. When he finished, the male buck rips out the piece of paper and hands it to the rabbit. "I do expect an answer from you by Friday night at the latest", he said, the rabbit nodding and looking at the phone number he had wrote down for her.

"Alright", Jenny replied with a nod before standing up and walking towards the front door, stopping halfway there to turn her head to the left. "As I said, I can't make any promises. But I'll think about everything you've said to me", she finished before turning away from the deer and walking out of the room, closing the door behind her and leaving the buck to himself.

"I sincerely hope you make the right decision, Jenny. I'm counting on you", Thrandeer thought inside of his mind before grabbing the Styrofoam box Jenny had delivered to him moments before, pulling the chopsticks off the top of the box with the intention to eat. Now that he was alone in his room, all he can do now was hope for the future of his clan, Matt's sanity, and for Jenny's decision being the right one.


	9. Predatory Pest Control

_**Predatory Pest Control**_

The rest of the week has been rather hectic for many people within Kawasabus, particularly those amongst the Ishin-Mirkwood clan. Thrandeer was doing his best to keep the clan members in line, but has so far proven not to be an easy task. With the help of both Iizuka and Matt, however, they were able to keep the other clan members in line despite their increasing thirst for blood. While many clan members were pretty hectic or stressed about clan related matters, Matt had the worst of it all, most of which wasn't clan related matters.

Ever since he had last talked with Jenny Sunday afternoon, both he and the rabbit haven't been on speaking terms whatsoever. Despite wanting to try to talk with Jenny at school, he hadn't the chance due to not seeing Jenny during lunch hour or if she marched out of the lounging area as soon as she saw him. He felt bad about what happened on Sunday, but there was nothing he could do to remedy the situation. Then again, how could he if he didn't have the right words to say.

As for the matters relating to the clan, the assassinations have gotten increasingly difficult to take care of, especially since some members of the Neo-Shinsengumi have been getting involved by guarding the targets the clan was assigned to kill. But despite the problems they faced regarding the Neo-Shinsengumi, the fox was able to dispose of them without a problem. But with each night the assassinations continued, the caliber in which the fox was disposing of them had increased drastically. For instance, he dispatched several Neo-Shinsengumi members by literally severing them into pieces with numerous slash attacks.

Now it was the late morning of Friday, lunch hour having just started for many of the Kawasabus High School students. The fox had finished taking his exam for his Advanced Algebra class, having found out he made a B+ after class had let out. Now the vulpine was approaching his locker and preparing to unlock the combination lock, needing to drop off a couple a thing or two inside the locker (the most important of them being his concealed sword he carried with him throughout the morning). Once the locker was unlocked, he pulls the handle and opens the four foot tall locker, taking off his backpack quickly and using the passing of various students as an advantage to quickly hide the concealed blade. His sword was concealed with a black blanket along with his similarly colored hoodie, three red, thick rubber bands strongly securing the cloth to where it won't fall off easily. With his weapon placed inside his locker, the fox closes his locker and locks the combination lock securely, grabbing both his backpack and his packed lunch with him.

Now that his sword was hidden in the safety of his locker, the fox began to sprint towards the student lounging area to go heat up his lunch. The clothing he wore on him consists of a solid black V-neck T-shirt, which fit tightly around his muscular built torso enough to show some of the definition. Olive green cargo pants cover the legs through their entirety while the leg openings were contained inside of his black open toe combat boots. And as usual, a pair of black gloves cover the hand-paws through their entirety, with holes being seen on the knuckles of his hand-paws.

Matt arrives to the student lounging area within a mere couple of minutes, walking directly towards the microwave and noticing several students already inside. He gets to the microwave and pulls his lunch out of the bag, consisting of grilled chicken along with a salad to go with his meal. He places the chicken inside of the microwave for about a minute and a half, turning his head to the right and noticing Jenny, who was sitting quietly by herself and surprisingly hasn't left yet. Her clothing consisted of a dark purple T-shirt, a pair of sanded dark gray tight fitting jeans, and her usual black and white Chuck Taylor shoes.

The fox began to approach the rabbit with intention to talk with her, yet stopped on his tracks after taking two steps forward. He didn't know what to say to her, nor was he sure if she would end up leaving the lounging area like she had the past four days. His eyes look down towards the left and the top eyelids close halfway. He wasn't sure if he can approach her, he didn't know what to do. The sound of the microwave began going off again to let the occupant know their food was done. The fox turns to the microwave and opens the door, grabbing a hold of the heated container with his gloved hand-paws before turning to facing Jenny. This time, he was genuinely surprised to see the bunny giving a very soft, but real smile towards him and even waved at him invitingly. Perhaps things between them would be okay, he thought. And with this knowledge, the fox starts walking towards her and places the heated container inside of his lunch bag, eagerly quickening the pace of his walking with a soft smile forming on his muzzle. Matt was ready to talk to her again, and he really wanted to set things right with her again… or that was the plan until something (or someone) knocks him onto the ground all of the sudden. Gasps were heard across the lounging area along with a few devious, predatory chuckles.

The fox ends up on the ground as a result of the unexpected attack, managing to recover moments later by getting back up onto his feet-paws. He looks up to the direction where the unexpected attack came from, rolling his eyes upon seeing the ones responsible for the attack. And standing roughly ten yards away from him were Derrick, Shane, and Marcus. While dressed in different types of clothing and of different species, the one thing they share in common is the hugely muscular bodies they bore.

Derrick, Matt's attacker, is a black furred jaguar bearing brown spots across his body, with yellow eyes gazing down directly towards him. His attire consisted of clothes many typical jocks wore in school, which include a pair of blue jeans, white sneakers, white T-shirts, and a High School Letterman jacket consisting of the school's colors. The leather sleeves of his jacket were of a white color while the cloth vest bore a red color. He was the tallest of the group, being roughly six feet eight inches in height.

Shane is a tan and brown furred German Shepherd bearing sapphire blue eyes, with long brown hair being tied back with a black ponytail. His clothing, unlike Derrick's, were more identical towards those of a metal head's, his clothes consisting of dark sanded blue distressed jeans, black open toe boots, and a tight fitting black T-shirt with As I Lay Dying's 'An Ocean Between Us' album cover on the front portion of his shirt. The German Shepherd was roughly about five feet ten inches tall in height, being the shortest of the trio.

Marcus is a purely white furred arctic wolf bearing eyes much like Matt's own, but with a slightly brighter tint and less saturation to them. Long, black hair can be seen being tied back in a similar style as Shane's, with the exception of several strands being seen in the front part of his hair. His clothing was more of a mix between both Derrick's and Shane's clothing, bearing a white and red Letterman jacket like Derrick, but with distressed jeans and black open toe boots like Shane's. His shirt was an entirely different story, however, for it was purely a solid gray T-shirt with a V-neck around the collar of his shirt. In terms of height, he was the middle mammal of the three, being about six feet two inches in height.

Regardless of the species they were and the clothing they wore, all three of them were after one thing, and one thing alone. And he was standing right in front of them!

"Well look what we have here", Shane growled with a devious grin on his face following a malicious grin on his face.

"Looks like we got us an untrustworthy, mother fucking fox", Derrick growled with a similar tone, clenching his right hand-paw into a fist and using his left to pop his knuckles. Matt's eyes narrow towards the jaguar's unruly comments, yet continues to stand his ground and clench his fists tightly.

"God, every time I see one, I just wanna beat the shit out of them with my own claws. Untrustworthy pricks they are", Marcus growled, unsheathing his claws and looking down towards the fox down below. Matt merely remains at the same spot he was at, his green eyes staring up towards the others calmly. However, he lets out a calm sigh before

"Look, I'm not in the best of moods, guys. So why don't you three do me a favor and get the fuck out of here", Matt replied calmly with a frown on his face before walking towards the sofa where Jenny was located. But a ferocious kick in the stomach by Derrick stopped him dead on his tracks, the fox hitting his back against the wall before falling onto the ground.

"Whoa, seems the fucking fox here's gotta bad mouth on him, doesn't he, boys!" Derrick exclaimed before marching towards the fox maliciously. The other students in the lounging area began gathering around the area to watch the ongoing fight, only one of them stepping in front of the attackers as an attempt to break up the fight.

"Guys! This isn't the place to fight!" Jenny shouted, her arms spread as wide as possible. She may not be exactly fond of Matt at this time, but at least she's calmed down enough to where she can try to talk to him later on. When Derrick, Shane, and Marcus trying to cause a fight, she knew she had to do something despite her size. But the three predators, on the other hand, merely laugh towards her feeble attempts of trying to break up the fight.

"Oh ho! Is it just me or does this cute little bunny bitch here think she has the authority to tell us what to fucking do?!" Derrick roared with a sinister grin on his face before unsheathing his own claws, pulling his right arm back and attempts to strike the rabbit. However, Matt grabs the back of Jenny's shirt and pulls her back with enough force to get her away from the feline's attack. Now the fox was fuming, his green eyes beginning to burn in a fiery rage and his breathing getting heavier with each growl that escapes his muzzle.

The fox began to march towards the three large predators while cracking his knuckles, yet the wolf suddenly grabs him by his shirt collar and lifts him up. Struggling at first, the fox manages to get out of his captor's grip by stomping his feet onto Marcus' face. Doing a back flip and landing on his feet-paws, the fox narrows his eyes on the wolf and began sprinting towards him at an almost god-like speed. But a vicious knee-kick attack to the ribs stop him dead on his tracks, the kick knocking the fox to the other side of the lounging room. Matt quickly makes an aerial recovery and lands on the wall with his feet-paws, briefly spitting a decent portion of his own blood onto the ground before setting his sights on his attacker, Shane.

Jenny could literally not believe what she was seeing. How was Matt able to move at such a god-like pace like that? Was this only a taste of what Thrandeer had warned her about, or perhaps it was a coincidence? Either way, the rabbit was in too much shock to comprehend the sight, especially with how he was able to recover from a nasty attack like it never happened. Speaking of which, she watches the fox jumping towards the German Shepherd from the wall with both of his fists clenched tightly, raising his right fist backwards as a preparation for an attack. But the fox's attack would never go through.

"Alright, KNOCK IT OFF, YOU FOUR!" A loud, deep voice roared loudly at the exact moment the figure grabs a hold of Matt's bushy tail with his left hand-paw, using his right forearm to block the other three predators from trying to attack. All four of them turn to face the one stopping them, only for all but Matt's set of eyes to widen in shock.

The one who had stopped the fight from progressing any further was none other than the High School Principal, Salazar Lionwhite, a hugely muscular lion who stood roughly about six feet ten inches in height. His fur was mostly of a yellow and creamy tan color, with his long mane being a dark red color. His eyes were of a teal color, which complemented the color of his mane in an interesting manner. The principal's light dress shirt, which fit tightly around his hugely muscular torso to the point where most of the muscle definition was literally showing. Similarly enough, the loose fitting black flats also bore a tight fitting look thank to his legs being of a similar built, the exception being around the leg opening where they opened similar to a pair of bootcut jeans. Lastly, dark brown open toe boots were worn over the lion's feet-paws.

Once the fight had been broken up, the lion sets the fox down onto the ground right as a few police officers, both fox sized and large sized predators, arrive onto the scene. They approach the suspects and ordered the four to get on their knees with their hand-paws placed behind their heads. As the police arrested the four males, the witnesses of the fight began to give their accounts on what had transpired. Although much of the details on what exactly happened were fuzzy, not to mention it took literally two class periods just to get all the details correct, they all claimed the three predators had attacked Matt first while the fox was trying to find somewhere to sit and eat lunch.

Several minutes after jotting down the eyewitness accounts from the students, including the account coming from Jenny herself, Principal Lionwhite approaches the police officers to discuss other matters regarding the four students in custody. The debate took no longer than a few minutes, coming into conclusion that it was time to hear the fox's claimed on what had happened during lunch hour. Both Principal Lionwhite and the police officers approach the four hand-cuffed males and look directly towards Matt Wilde himself.

"Alright, Mr. Wilde, can you tell us from your point of view regarding what happened in lunch hour?" Principal Lionwhite asked with a calm, stern tone of voice, his hulking muscular arms crossed in an authoritarian manner. Last thing the fox needed was to explain everything that transpired and cause any unnecessary problems on his end. But if it meant he could possibly get released from police custody, then so be it. With a soft sigh, the fox looks up towards the lion along with the police officers in front of him and his attackers.

"It started right after I grabbed my lunch from the microwave and began looking for somewhere to sit when Derrick, Shane, and Marcus attacked me out of nowhere", Matt began, the sounds of growls escaping the muzzles of the three other predators who attacked him. "The situation escalated when Derrick started calling me 'an untrustworthy, mother fucking fox', to Marcus saying he 'wanted to beat the shit out of me with his claws'. I told them I wasn't in the best of moods and told them to do me a favor and leave me the fuck alone right after hearing their shit", he explained further on the matter. "Next thing that happens is Derrick over here starts approaching me maliciously before Jenny got between us as an attempt to break up the fight. Then he starts running his mouth again and called Jenny a 'cute little bunny bitch' and attempted to strike her with his right hand-paw, but I quickly pulled her back by the back of her shirt to prevent her from getting wounded by him", the fox recalled calmly. "Then pretty much right after protecting Jenny, I fought back out of self defense, and the rest is pretty much history", the fox finished, letting out a soft sigh before turning to face Jenny, who was briefly staring back at him with a neutral expression on her face.

Both the Principal and the police look over the notes they carefully jotted down to make sure there wasn't a discrepancy with what the fox had said. Coincidentally enough, all of the information the fox said had matched the notes they jotted down from the eyewitness accounts. With this in mind, a police officer, particularly a cross fox with green eyes like Matt's, approaches Matt and pulls the keys out of his pocket, unlocking the hand-cuffs keeping him in custody. As for the other officers, they approach the three predators in custody and leads them out of the school premises and towards the cruisers outside. Although Matt was freed, that didn't mean he was off the hook. Principal Lionwhite approaches the injured fox before growling softly towards the vulpine.

"I'll be seeing you in my office after school, Matt", Principal Lionwhite spoke towards the fox with a calm, stern tone of voice. "You're lucky you aren't facing any criminal charges, but that doesn't mean you're off the hook", the lion added before turning around, taking five steps forward before turning his head towards the fox. "Although this is the final class period, I advise you to have those wounds taken care of as soon as possible. Especially the one on your left cheek", he advised, Matt's eyes widening quickly and placing his left hand-paw onto the wound, using his gloved hand-paw to stop the blood from flowing out of the wound. With the wound being mentioned, the lion takes his leave along with many of the other students leaving the lounging room and towards their final classes. Everyone except him… and Jenny.

The fox turns towards his left a little and notices the rabbit still standing there, her head lowered and her eyes facing away from him. Perhaps he could use this time to try and talk with the rabbit, hoping he could try to explain his actions to her regarding Sunday, and possibly try and set things right? Honestly, he wasn't sure, but he at least needed to check to see if she was okay nonetheless. He began walking towards her with his right hand-paw slightly raised towards her, but the bunny starts walking away from him without looking at the fox.

"Jenny, wait!" Matt pleaded, bearing an urgent tone in his voice. He needed to talk to her, he needed to set things right. Fortunately for him, the rabbit stops on her tracks despite not turning to face him, which is at least a slightly good start. With a soft sigh escaping his muzzle, the fox closes looks down towards the floor in front of him. "I'm sorry…" the fox began with a soft tone, the bunny's ears slightly raising upward a bit after having heard the fox's words. "… for the way I've acted last Sunday. Although it wasn't my intention to push you away, it was unacceptable of me to talk to you the way I did last Sunday", he continued with the same tone of voice, although his guilt began to become more apparent at he spoke. "I hope you can forgive me one say…. And if not, I'll understand", the vulpine said before turning towards his lunch bag and backpack that lay near the sofa, taking several steps towards his belongings before stopping on his tracks, his head turning to face Jenny. "Thanks for taking the time to listen. It really means a lot to me", and with those words, the fox turns away from the rabbit and walks towards his belongings, unaware that Jenny had turned to face him for a moment, a softly surprised look on her face. She wanted to talk to him regarding what he said, but she didn't have the right words to tell him. The bunny lets out one last soft sigh and heads to her final period class, leaving the vulpine to himself and hoping everything goes for the better for him.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Kawasabus High School, about an hour later<strong>_

Stress! That's what some of the students at Kawasabus High School were feeling right about now. But despite the students having a common similarity, one such student bore the most of it. Jenny Bunni was that student, especially after having to check her fifth and sixth period classes as a result for staying behind to recount the fight that happened during lunch hour. And now she has some unwanted make-up work to do thanks to the three predators who attacked Matt.

Sometime after grabbing the make up work for her fifth and sixth period classes, the rabbit leaves the school premises and departs to her home by foot. While she did know how to drive, the rabbit didn't have access to a car and was required to ride the bus in order to get to school on time. She usually would do the same when it came to getting home as well, but needed some peace and quiet instead of hearing a large number of complaints from the other students. Besides, after having a stressful afternoon, who the hell would want to deal with a bunch of rowdy punks on the bus anyways?

Either way, regardless if whether or not she'll be getting home late in the afternoon or even at night, she needed some time to think. Not just on everything that happened a few hours ago, but also on the way Matt had fought the predators. If the principal didn't know about the fight, could the students have stopped the vulpine, or would he'd been too fast for them to catch. The more she thought about it, the more it made sense, and to a small extent, the more it terrified her. She knew without a doubt Matt would've found a way to kill his attackers with only the use of his hand-paws despite his size, if the principal hadn't intervened. Thank god he did, though, or otherwise Matt could've either gotten seriously wounded to the point it was life threatening, or he would've killed his attackers without a second thought.

Now that she thought about Matt, she began to recall the proposition Thrandeer had made on Sunday regarding Matt himself. She recalled the clan leader asking her to be Matt's sheath to help prevent him from becoming an unrepentant killer. The rabbit wasn't sure on why he had proposed this at first, but after seeing him fight firsthand like that, she now began to understand why. But regardless if she was beginning to understand the caliber of his skills, she wasn't sure if she can really go with Thrandeer's proposition. What if she fails to stop him from becoming an unrepentant killer? And would Matt be willing to have her as his sheath? That she was unsure of.

Walking along the side of the countryside roads as she did, she places her hand-paws inside of her pockets and continues to think about the clan leader's proposition a bit further. She wanted to find a way to help Matt, but she was still unsure of how. And was she afraid of him after the incident on Sunday? She was unsure. Looking up towards the road, the bunny notices a dirt road leading into the woods, knowing for sure this one was a shortcut leading to her home when walking on foot. The bunny turns towards the dirt road and walks quietly along the path, unaware of three sets of predatory eyes watching over her roughly a hundred yards behind her.

Shane, Derrick, and Marcus have been quietly following her on foot from a very far distance, enough to where they could see her and not enough for her to be able to track them with her sensitive hearing. The three predators had been released almost immediately after being taken to the station, their parents having picked them up and paying the fines. But the parents were not happy with what their late teen kits had gotten into at school, which lead to some rather heated arguments after finding out they've been expelled via phone call. Now the three predators were out for blood, and Jenny was their first target.

"There's that bunny bitch who thought she could try to stop me from beating that sorry fox's ass", Derrick growled softly. "To think a prey of all mammals would even dare to stop me", the jaguar growled a bit louder, but Shane fortunately covers his muzzle before the sound could echo across the woods.

"Keep it down, Derrick! Do you want the bunny to hear us?!" Shane whispered, albeit with a soft growl. Derrick quickly shakes his hand-paw off by shaking his head a few times, yet also shakes his head as a non-verbal way to answer his question. "Good! We've almost got her, just be a bit more patient, will you?" the wolf asked sternly before turning his head to the right, looking at Marcus holding a pair of binoculars over his eyes. "Where's the bunny bitch heading to?" the German Shepherd asked, a sinister grin forming on the wolf's face right after hearing him ask.

"Right where we want her", Marcus answered, removing the binoculars from his eyes and placing them back into the bag next to him. "I think its time we catch our prey, don't ya think?" he asked sinisterly, pulling the bag over his shoulders before turning towards the other two predators.

"Yes", both Shane and Derrick answer simultaneously, the two males standing up and allowing the three predators to start walking towards the direction hastily, albeit quietly to avoid being spotted.

Roughly a hundred yards up ahead. The rabbit continues walking along the dirt path to help quicken her trip home, her hand-paws continuing to remain inside her pockets as she walked. She was still thinking about how to answer Thrandeer regarding his proposition. Her eyes were looking down at the ground in thought, unsure of how to answer the clan leader when the time came. Could she become Matt's sheath and stop him from becoming an unrepentant killer? That question kept playing within her mind endlessly, with no answer coming into her mind whatsoever to help her answer. But with that in mind, however, she lets out a sigh before puling her phone out of the right jeans pocket.

"I don't think there's anything I can do…. I'm sorry, Thrandeer, but I don't think I have what it takes to help keep Matt from becoming an unrepentant killer" Jenny thought within her mind before pulling up her phone, the black screen showing the reflection of her face and some of the environment. "I guess its time for me to give him a-" she began in her mind, but stops upon noticing faint movement from the reflection of her phone, stopping dead on her tracks and quickly turning about a hundred-sixty degrees to the right. "Who's there?!" the bunny shouted, her eyes surveying the direction where she saw the moving figures.

Unfortunately for her, she no longer saw the moving figures she saw through the reflection of her smartphone screen. But whether or not that meant they were still there, that was an entirely different story. She knew better than to assume the figures she saw had left the scene, since thanks to her strongly sensitive hearing, she was able to capture the sounds of running footsteps scattering across the suspected region of the woods. While they didn't sound like they were approaching her, the bunny knew she couldn't stick around for long,

"Time to hop on out of here!" Jenny exclaimed within her mind before turning back towards the path and making a dash for it, sprinting as fast as she could away from the suspected region. This time, the sounds of footsteps approaching her from behind began to become gradually louder, which meant, despite managing to remain ahead, they were slowly starting to catch up. The bunny needed to get out of there, and quick! Pressing the button to her phone, she slides her thumb across the unlock slider and pulls up the dial pad. But before she can dial any of the numbers, the phone suddenly dies due to a low battery, much to her surprise. "Damn, I thought I charged my phone last night! Fuck!" the rabbit exclaimed in her thoughts, placing her phone back into her right pants pocket and began focusing her attention on getting the hell out of there.

As the rabbit continues to run, the three predatory males continue to chase their prey with haste. If she had never pulled out her phone and discovered the three through their moving reflection on the screen, they would've gotten the bunny that much sooner. But to them it didn't matter, so long as they got what they've wanted in the end. Then again, they can use some extra exercise anyways. Derrick leans his torso forward a bit as an attempt to increase the speed of his running, which leaning forward helped add more weight to the direction in which he was going. The bunny was indeed fast, he had to admit, but the jaguar was much, MUCH faster!

Right as the feline drew close enough to get the rabbit, that's when he suddenly lunges towards her like a predator going in to kill its prey. Unfortunately for him, Jenny jumps to the left and dodges the male, the jaguar growling angrily upon missing her. Shane attempts to lunge at the bunny, but unfortunately for him, he, too, misses when the rabbit jumps to the right. The rabbit looks back for a moment and couldn't help but let out a few humorous chuckles at the sight of the two predators, seeing them growling in utter failure before turning her attention towards the front of the path. Alas, a meadow comes in view and the rabbit's relieving smile began to form on her face. She was almost out this mess, she can go to a nearby house owner's home to call for help, and alas the rabbit can finally seek shelter…

… or that would've been the case if Marcus didn't lunge at her and successfully catch the bunny like she were the wolf's prey, her body sliding roughly ten feet from where the wolf made his impact. The bunny yelped in pain after being pushed roughly ten feet with her body roughly pressed against the ground, yet Marcus merely grins and continues to glare down towards his successful catch. The bunny had finally been caught, and now it was time to celebrate his victory.

"Looks like the big bad wolf's caught himself a nice, cute bunny bitch", Marcus growled deviously, licking his lips in delight and watching the rabbit squirming under his grip as an attempt to free herself from his hold. The wolf wraps his large hand-paws around the smaller rabbit, his fingers grabbing a secure hold of her DD-cup breasts while doing so. Jenny's eyes widen quickly upon feeling this and began squirming around his grip a lot quicker as an attempt to free herself from his grip. "Though I must admit for a bunny, you're quite the handful", the wolf admitted with a tender murr in his voice, moving his fingers around her bunny sized DD tits in a circular motion. Both Derrick and Shane catch up within seconds after the wolf secures his perverted grip around the bunny's squirming body.

"Awesome catch, man!" Derrick exclaimed with a devious tone in his voice, tenderly malicious purring escaping his mouth while beginning to crack his knuckles.

"Looks like we'll be having us some tender rabbit meat tonight", Shane growled with a vicious smirk on his face, his tongue licking his lips tenderly at the thought of consuming freshly cooked rabbit. But with the wolf raising his left hand-paw upward, using his right to pin the squirming bunny on the ground, Marcus turns to his fellow predators and began to grin maliciously.

"Whoa, hold on a second, boys", Marcus began with a tender, predatory tone of voice. "I'm just as hungry as the rest for revenge as the rest of you guys are, but why should we rush things with a hot piece of ass like this slut here", the wolf murred tenderly before grabbing a hold of her tits with one of his large hand-paws, caressing the tit with a circular motion, loud yelps escaping the rabbit's mouth as his sexually assaulting groping continued. Both Derrick and Shane turn towards each other with soft frowns on their faces before grinning widely, their heads turning towards the captured rabbit in the wolf's grip.

"Now that you mention it, that does sound rather exciting" Derrick replied friskily, walking slowly towards the wolf while watching the rabbit trying her best to escape Marcus' grasp, but to no avail.

Jenny's eyes were widened in fear and her pupils were shrunken down to the size of peas in horror at the realization of one thing: she was about to get raped by the three hulking predators. But an idea soon came to the bunny's mind and forcefully sinks her two long front teeth down onto the wolf's hand-paw, making the wolf wince in pain and briefly loosen his grip on her. That was more than enough time for the rabbit to make her escape, jumping off of his hand-paw and attempting to make a run for it. But her luck ran dry when Derrick lunges right towards the bunny and grabbing her by the legs. She tries to crawl away from the feline predator, but to no avail. She was literally being pulled towards him by her right leg.

"You're not getting away from us, bitch", Derrick growled aggressively at his prey, soon managing to get the female rabbit close enough to grab a strong hold onto her ears. The sounds of belts being loosened and the sounds of zippers being pulled down began to fill her ears. "You're gonna be our fuck toy tonight!" he roared, his left hand-paw moving to her shirt and ripping it off, exposing her torso and the maroon colored lace bra she wore underneath. Licking his lips at the sight of the undergarment. He moves the same hand-paw down to his belt and beginning to remove the buckle securing the strap.

The sounds of clothing being removed has already become unbearable for the rabbit to hear any longer. Her breathing quickened rapidly, and her strengthened her attempts at crawling away from the males. But despite her best attempts, it was no use. Jenny began looking left and right in a state of panic and hoping she could find something she could use to free herself from Derrick's grip. To no avail, she couldn't find anything to use to get herself out of this mess. Tears began to form in her eyes at the realization she can't escape, her eyes snapping shut as the bunny chokes back a couple of sobs. Her heat leans forward for several prolonged seconds, right as Shane and Marcus pull their pants down to their thighs, with only a pair of boxer briefs containing their packages inside. She suddenly tilts her head back with her mouth wide open, with nothing but an extremely loud, shrilling scream escaping her mouth in hopes of someone to come to her aid.

* * *

><p><strong>On the road nearby, a minute ago<strong>

"Great, just great…." was the thought that was currently running inside of Matt's mind while he was driving back home to drop off his belongings, minus his concealed sword. Not even half an hour ago, not only did the fox had to grab make-up work for his fifth, sixth, and seventh period classes, but he also had to deal with both a couple of shitty nurses and an ass hat of a principal. He had gotten a three day out of school suspension as a result of getting into a fight he didn't even start, let alone defend himself. Although fortunate to not be facing any criminal charges, today was definitely not his day.

As the fox continues to drive towards his home, Dimmu Borgir's 'In Sorte Diaboli' was playing through the speakers inside of his car, albeit at a lower volume to now blow his strong sense of hearing out. But honestly, he can use a bit of loud, aggressive music right about now to help settle his nerves. He moves his right hand-paw onto the circular volume control nob, his fingers gripping onto the knob gently and securely. But before he can turn the volume of the extreme metal music any louder, however, his ears perk up to the sound of a distant, loud shrilling scream. Instead of turning the music up louder, he turns the volume completely off and pulls the car over all together. He turns to the left and notices the dirt road up ahead, which was the direction where he heard the shrilling scream. He quickly kills the ignition and listens to the ongoing scream as closely as possible. And almost immediately, he recognizes who it was that was making those loud screams.

"Jenny?!" Matt thought right as he pulls the keys out of the ignition and grabbing the concealed sword of his, stepping out of the car and quickly sprinting towards the source of the sound with an almost god-like speed. Quickly placing the keys in his right cargo pocket, the male looks at the path up ahead and discovers the meadows, seeing the three predators he fought earlier along with the bunny herself. And what he saw made his eyes grow wide with pure shock.

The fox discovered why the bunny had been screaming the entire time, with Derrick having pinning her down on the early soil with his upper body along with his right hand-paw bearing a tight hold on Jenny's ears. He wasn't exactly sure where his left hand-paw was located until he watches the belt being pulled off from his pants. Now that he saw this, the entire event he was witnessing fifty yards away was making complete sense. The three predators were about to rape the bunny they had captured. But one thing was for certain: Matt wasn't gonna allow that to happen, not on his watch!

The fox's eyes narrow with a deathly glare, his fur began sticking upward in an aggressive manner, and he began snarling aggressively with his teeth exposed. Gripping the sheathed, cloth covered weapon in his right hand-paw, the fox lunges towards the jaguar and performs a deadly hook kick on the right side of Derrick's face, surprisingly knocking the hulking feline a good fifteen yards away from Jenny. The bunny rolls onto her back and leans her upper body upward, turning towards her savior with her arms wrapping themselves around the bra covered chest. And her eyes widen at the sight of who her savior was, the one she had met roughly a few weeks ago.

"Matt?!" Jenny exclaimed with pure shock, her eyes shot wide open and her mouth open in a similar manner. The fox turns his head towards her direction briefly before turning back to the jaguar, the fox watching Derrick standing back up onto his feet-paws and rub the right side of his face.

"God dammit, Matt! Who the hell do you think you are trying to interrupt our plan?!" Derrick growled furiously with an aggressive frown on his face. His eyes slightly widen, however, at the sight of Matt's eyes, the black irises completely void in his jade green pupils. And the sight of such eyes legitimately began to terrify him to the core. He wasn't looking at the eyes of Matt Wilde… he was looking at the eyes of an unrepentant killer. And the fox was staring directly at his next victim.

"Leave him to me, Derrick. I've got this prick", Marcus growled with a devious grin on his face, the wolf starting to sprint directly towards the malicious vulpine.

"Marcus, DON'T!" Derrick shouted loudly as an attempt to warn him, but unfortunately fell on deaf ears. Matt quickly vanishes into thin air and began moving towards Marcus, making the wolf stop dead on his tracks as a response. Everybody began looking for the fox despite hearing the sounds of rapid footsteps around the area. "What?! Where did he-" the wolf tried to say until he felt a hard object hitting him on his stomach, knocking the lupine roughly ten feet into the air unexpectedly. Marcus looks down towards the person who had attacked him, which the fox had done using the cloth covered sheath of his blade. The fox suddenly jumps high up into the air and catches up with the lupine much to everyone's surprise, even Jenny's as well. Nobody expected the fox to jump at such a height to catch up to the wolf.

The vulpine manages to catch up to the wolf in the air within a second before performing a vertical attack with the concealed sheathed sword, knocking the lupine onto the ground with a powerful enough force to break a few of his opponent's ribs. Landing onto his feet-paws as the fox did, he turns his attention towards the German Shepherd nearby, the predatory dog sprinting at the fox in a similar manner to the wolf. Now it was time to take things up a notch! Matt leaps forward and aims the front end of the hidden sheath into the male's left eye socket, a painful howl leaving his muzzle from the sudden attack. The fox looks down towards the black hoodie concealing the handle of his blade and pulls it off, throwing the jacket at Jenny's direction before grabbing the handle of his sword.

"People like you don't deserve to live after trying to rape an innocent woman!" Matt growled and pulls the sword out of its sheath, performing a diagonal slash attack that slices the German Shepherd's upper body in half from the top of his right shoulder through his left oblique muscle. His body's bloody contents start spewing all over the place and painted some of the greenly grass red, with Shane dying almost immediately from the attack. Quickly landing onto his feet-paws and turning towards the other two predators, the malicious fox began snarling towards them and tightens the grip on his sword. "One down, two to go", the fox growled and began walking in the direction where Marcus and Derrick were located.

The two predators could not believe what they've just witnessed, their best friend and ally getting slaughtered by the fox like Marcus was butter. How could the fox have so much strength despite his four foot height? Like the two predators, despite having seen him kill once while having been intoxicated, Jenny was still shocked as hell with the ingenuity of his killings. Never before did she see someone hack an opponent cleanly with a katana, and the sight honestly scared her regardless if she was being protected by the fox himself. She couldn't bear the sight anymore and quickly shuts her eyes, bending her legs upward before wrapping her arms around her thighs and burying her face onto her knees. The two males, on the other hand, stand up and look directly at the fox with a mixture of both fury and terror.

"You bastard…. YOU BASTARD!" Marcus shouted before sprinting at the killer as fast as he could despite his broken ribs. Unfortunately for him, however, Matt quickly stabs the wolf right through his stomach and pulls the blade upward, hacking the wolf from his stomach right through his skull. The body's bloody contents start shooting out of the deadly wound much like water shooting out of a fire hydrant before collapsing onto the ground.

One predator remained, and he was looking upon the fox not out of aggression anymore, but of terror. Pure, fucking terror. He no longer cared about trying to get back at Matt nor having his 'fun' with Jenny. No, he needed to get the hell out of there, and now! Derrick's eyes gaze towards the trail on his right before getting up onto his feet and sprinting away from the scene. But upon making it halfway to the trail, however, the vulpine 'teleports' in front of the jaguar with a sinisterly calm look on his face, his green, iris-less eyes looking directly towards the feline's frightened eyes.

"Where do you think you're going?" Matt growled sinisterly at the jaguar before the feline attempts to turn around and make a run for it. But before he could take a step away from the fox, Matt performs several horizontal and diagonal slash attacks from bottom to top. The bloody contents that were once contained inside were now splattering out of the body, a body in which was severed to many pieces thanks to his blade. And with the third and final predator dead, his job was done.

Now that the three predators were dead, the fox places his left hand-paw inside the corresponding cargo pocket and pulls the navy blue rag he had on him out. Holding the sword with his right hand-paw, the fox uses the rag to slowly clean both sides of the sword with one swipe. His sword now shined once again after being cleaned from the blood of the three predators, only to place the sword back inside of its sheath much like placing his rag inside of the pocket he pulled it out from moments before.

With his blade cleaned from the blood of the three predators, his eyes now set themselves towards the bunny roughly thirty wards away from his position. The fox notices the bunny still curled up in a ball with her face buried onto her knees as if to shield herself from the bloody sight. He honestly couldn't blame her one bit on that regard, since he's killed all three of them swiftly and having literally hacked one of them to pieces. Walking towards the rabbit as he did, the fox picks up his hoodie on the way and kneels in front of the rabbit, unzipping his hoodie and wrapping it around her shoulders gently.

"Jenny…" Matt began, the black irises returning to his eyes and his jade green pupils looking at the bunny not out of malice, but with a mixture of concern and comfort. Jenny raises her head and reopens her eyes, noticing the fox kneeling in front of her and starts crawling backwards from him. Matt's eyes widen at this before moving forward, his hand-paws gently grabbing a hold of her shoulders in a reassuring manner. "I'm not gonna hurt you", the fox said with a soothing tone, his jade green eyes staring towards her sapphire blue ones. At first, the rabbit's breathing was panicked and rapid because of the killings. Yet after taking a few moments to look into the fox's comforting, reassuring eyes, her breathing slows down enough to where she was breathing at a more normal, yet slow, pace. "Are you wounded?" he asked with a curiously calm tone in his voice.

"N-no… I'm not hurt", Jenny answered, her eyes now looking down towards her right and her upper eyelid closing halfway. "Not physically at least…" she added before bending her knees upward and wrapping her arms around her thighs, curling into a ball for the second time after the three predators had attempted to rape her. The fox gently places his gloved right hand-paw under her chin and tilts her head up softly, her eyes moving towards his with surprise. A slight blush formed on her face when he did that, but the fox didn't notice the blush since his eyes were fixed upon hers.

"C'mon. I'll take you home", Matt said towards the rabbit before standing up onto his feet-paws, offering his left hand-paw to help her up. The rabbit looks towards the hand-paw for a moment before slowly taking it and lifting herself up with his hand-paw.

"Thank you…" Jenny replied softly with nod, grabbing both parts of the hoodie Matt lent her to cover her torso. She manages to pull the zipper up enough to where it passed her cleavage area. Nodding at the sight of this, the fox notices the torn shirt she formerly wore before it got ripped off, picking up the pieces of her previous shirt before placing them in her pocket. If they were to leave, he had to ensure not only he left any evidence behind, but the evidence of Jenny's presence as well. Once all the fragments of her torn shirt were picked up, he places them inside the main pockets of his pants temporarily before turning to the rabbit next to him.

Now it was time for the two to get on out of there, or else the local authorities, clans, Neo-Shinsengumi, or possibly any nearby neighbors in the area may come upon the place in which the bloody assassinations took place. And the last thing Matt needs is a murder charge on his ass along with possibly being killed on sight by the locals or Neo-Shinsengumi. With this in mind, the fox began walking towards the path he came from back to his car, with the rabbit following him from behind. But an idea suddenly pops into Matt's head, acting on that idea by kneeling down on the ground and leaning his upper body forward, his arms raising backwards towards the bunny behind him.

"Hop on my back, Jenny. I'll be faster for us to get out of here if I carried you to my car", Matt suggested and causing the rabbit to look at him with a slight blush on her face. She didn't expect him to suggest carrying her in a piggy back. Then again, despite the odd suggestion, she nods with understanding and approaches the fox, slipping one leg at a time through the gaps between his muscular arms. Since he did have an unusually fast speed, that could help with fleeing the area as is. Gently wrapping her arms around his neck as she did, albeit securely, the fox quickly stands up and began sprinting away from the grisly scene.

It didn't take long for them to get to his car at the end of the trail, having taken roughly about forty five seconds to get from the assassination site to his vehicle. Unlocking the car as he did, the fox kneels down and sets allows the bunny to step off. The rabbit quickly walks to the other side of the car while Matt enters the driver's seat, quickly texting Iizuka about the incident and asking him to clean the 'mess' up. With the text message sent, the fox pulls up the GPS on his phone and hands it to the rabbit.

"Here, go ahead and place your address in the GPS", Matt said to the bunny before noticing her turning her head towards him. Her eyes gaze towards his for a moment before looking down at the phone, grabbing it slowly before typing in her address into it. The fox grabs his keys from his cargo pocket and sticks the car key inside the ignition, turning it forward and letting a loud growl escape from the engine. He began driving away from the site and starts surveying the road, making sure no locals or Neo-Shinsengumi were in the area. Fortunately for him, not a single unit was in sight, nothing but the huge pine trees they were passing by with each passing second.

The ride to Jenny's home was rather quiet for the most part, no music being played on the radio nor words escaped their mouths. The GPS device occasionally instructed Matt to turn on the correct roads when he was within a small distance from the said roads, doing so without a problem. Upon stopping at red lights, the fox occasionally turns to check on his passenger, the rabbit sitting on the passenger's seat with her legs bent upward and her arms wrapped around her thighs. Her eyes stare blankly towards the compartment with tears threatening to drip down her face. But none have ran down her cheeks… at least not yet.

Roughly fifteen minutes after fleeing the site, Matt and Jenny arrive at the house where Jenny lives. Upon looking at the house, he was surprised to see the house resembling the ones you can find right by the beach, with the homes themselves being supported on eight to ten foot tall wooden decks. Coincidentally enough, her house was literally a short walk away from lake Erie. The fox pulls up to the driveway directly under the house itself and kills the ignition of his car, pulling the keys out and stepping out of the car.

"We're here", Matt spoke calmly before pushing his car door shut. The rabbit herself gets out of the car shortly after, although a bit slowly in a hesitant manner. The fox notices this while the rabbit was getting out, soon watching the rabbit stepping out of the car and heading towards the wooden set of stairs on the left side of the house. Walking up the stairs as she did, Matt follows her calmly and locks the door with a press of a button on the key.

Upon making it to the top of the eight to ten foot tall wooden deck, the fox can see the house was a story high and beautifully structured. Pale blue painted the wooden portions of the house while brown bricks can be seen on the columns of the house. The roof, from what the fox can see, appeared to be a dark charcoal or perhaps dark brown. But because of where he was looking at the roof along with the gradually darkening skies, it was hard to tell which color it was. But regardless of that, the house was beautifully constructed and looked like it had been constructed no more than two years ago at least.

The bunny approaches the front door to her house and grabs her keys from her left pocket, grabbing the key to her house and sliding it inside the door's lock on the knob. Turning the key to the left, she turns the knob in the same direction and pushes the door forwards, taking the key out of the lock and allowing both her and the fox to enter the one story home. And the interior of the house made the fox's eyes widen slightly with genuine surprise.

The interior of the house looked entirely clean to the core, not a single scratch, spec of dust, nothing. The cleanliness, while impressive, was not the main reason why the male was genuinely surprised. No. The reason why he was surprised at the interior was how the house was beautifully and artistically decorated it was, the color scheme of the room being various shades and tints of brown. The walls were colored a light tan while the wooden floor contrasted the walls with a brown color three shades darker than the tan color. He noticed the floor mats in the living room being a much lighter, saturated brown color. The ceiling and the edges of the wall around the doors, flooring, and the corners of the walls. The color scheme itself brought a relaxing feeling to the fox himself, which almost made him softly smile. But the color of some of the furniture popped out from the various shades and tints of brown, but bore a much similar meaning nonetheless.

Right near the front door, a cerulean blue colored L-shaped couch was spotted on the fox's left side, with a brown coffee table placed in the middle of the living room. Roughly a yard away from the coffee table, a large entertainment center roughly about the same height as the coffee table was seen, yet was a couple feet wider than the table itself. Four drawers were seen on the entertainment center itself, two of them on each side with two shelves being spaced between one another. An Xbox 360 and two controllers for the console occupy the top shelf while several games and movies occupy the bottom shelf. A twenty four inch HDTV was centered on the top surface of the entertainment center. The entire living room looked like home, and a very small, but genuine smile starts forming on the vulpine's face.

"Your place looks nice, Jenny. The colors go well with each other", Matt commented, walking into the living room and closing the door behind him, noticing the rabbit taking a seat on the L-shaped couch and curling into a ball. The bunny rests her chin on top of her knees and wraps her arms around her legs, her facial expression being as sad as a funeral attendee. Although no tears were shed, her eyes were on the verge of shedding them at any given moment. Matt approaches the bunny and takes a seat on the couch next to her, his left arm gently wrapping around her shoulders in a comforting hug. The rabbit's body tenses at the moment he did this, but relaxes when she looks up to his jade green eyes with her sapphire blue ones. "Is everything alright…?" the fox asked, the bunny's eyes narrowing slightly in sadness before turning away from him. She didn't know the proper answer to that question… but there was one thing she could say, though.

"Thank you… for taking me home and all", Jenny began, turning to face the fox's face as she spoke. "It really means a lot to me", she finished before seeing the fox nod, turning away from him right after and resting her chin onto her knees. The fox was about to say something else when the sound of his phone's ringtone going off, the ringtone being Shadows Fall's 'Casting Shade'. He moves his right hand-paw to his phone case and grabs his ICarrot phone from the case. Pulling it out as he did, he looks at the caller ID and notices 'Thrandeer' on top of the 'Answer' and 'Decline' touchscreen buttons respectively. He hits 'Answer' and places the phone on the right side of his face.

"What's going on, Thrandeer?" Matt asked.

"_Matt, I need to speak with you at the Penthouse immediately_", Thrandeer answered over the phone, the rabbit's eyes briefly turning to face Matt after hearing Thrandeer's voice.

"What about?" Matt asked again, thoughts about the clan already hearing about the killings right as they spoke, which honestly wasn't surprising since he had texted Iizuka about the killings earlier.

"_You know what I mean, Matt_", Thrandeer answered over the phone. And despite the calm tone he was bearing, something told the fox that the clan leader's expression might say otherwise. "_I expect to see you within the hour_", and with those last words, the buck hangs up and the line goes dead, the fox placing his phone back into his case before standing up. However, he turns to face the bunny before placing his left hand-paw onto her right shoulder, the rabbit tilting her head upwards to look at him curiously.

"I gotta get going, Jenny. The clan leader's needing me tonight", Matt spoke towards the bunny calmly before removing his hand-paw from her shoulder and placing it onto the top portion of his sword's sheath. "I'll call you tonight and check in with you, okay?" he added reassuringly, the rabbit's eyes gazing at his for a second before lowering her head, nodding upon hearing those words.

As Matt began to depart from the house slowly, the rabbit gently tightens her hold around her legs, the underside of her jaw gently pressing against her knees harder from her actions. She started shaking slightly in fear and her eyes start to form tears which threaten to stream down her face at any moment. Her eyes shift towards the moving fox, and her heart began pounding harder inside of her chest. She was afraid, but not of him, however, but for some other reason she couldn't comprehend. The frightened bunny watches the male grab a hold of the doorknob and twisting it to the right. That's when she acted right then and there, the female bunny jumping from her spot and dashing towards the fox, suddenly wrapping her arms around the male's waist. The fox releases his grip on the knob and turns to face the bunny holding his waist tightly, noticing her face buried into his shirt with sobs escaping her muzzle.

"Please don't go! I don't wanna be alone!" Jenny cried, tears now streaming down her face as sobs continue to escape her mouth, her shoulders shifting up and down in correlation with every other sob. "I don't feel safe, not even in my own home!" the rabbit continued, her sobs getting gradually heavier as tears continue to stream down her face, some of which stain the fox's shirt. Matt's eyes widen a bit with surprise, not expecting Jenny to dash towards him and begging him not to leave. Jenny's arms tighten gently around his waist to make her need for his company more apparent. "Please don't go! Please…!" she begged, Matt's eyes slightly narrowing towards her in a compassionate manner.

"Jenny…" Matt thought before slowly wrapping his arms around her torso, his left hand-paw gently stroking the back of her head comfortingly. He held her in his arms for at least another several minutes, gently holding the bunny in his arms and even rocking her left and right occasionally. Unfortunately a text message notification sought the end to that, the male moving his hand-paws from the rabbit and the right grabbing his phone out of its case. Quickly sliding his thumb over the slider, he reads the message and discovers it was Katagai who sent the message.

"_Get to the Penthouse at the Inn, immediately! __Thrandeer really needs to speak with you about the 'mess' you've made!_" As soon as the fox read Katagai's message, he shrugs and places his phone back into the case, his eyes looking down towards Jenny momentarily before closing them.

"Thrandeer's waiting for me at the Penthouse. I'm sorry, Jenny… but it looks like I can't stick around", Matt said with an apologetic tone before reopening his eyes, looking down to his right as the bunny tilts her head upward towards him. Her sapphire eyes look directly at Matt's face, which her eyes were now puffy and red from all the crying she did for the past several minutes. Her breathing began quickening slightly in a panicked, betrayed state, and her heart was beating inside of her chest. The fox's eyes widen a bit as soon as the bunny starts taking a few steps back from him, yet a suggestion came to his mind all of the sudden, one that'll gladly suit him and the bunny. "But… you're more than welcome to tag along if you want me to keep you company", he said right after the suggestion popped into his mind, which the bunny began to softly smile at him in relief before suddenly wrapping her arms around his waist tightly.

"Matt! Thank you, thank you!", Jenny replied with relief in her voice, shaking her face gently against his chiseled abs and causing the fox to blush softly at this. But before he can leave, there is one more thing that's needed to be taken care of.

"Its not a problem. Though do you happen to have any clean clothes to change into?" Matt asked with a calmer tone of voice, Jenny releasing her grip around the fox as she heard him.

"Well, I do. But what about Thrandeer?" Jenny asked, making the fox close his eyes and softly smirk towards the bunny.

"A few minutes ain't gonna kill him", Matt replied with a reassuring tone in his voice before reopening his eyes. "You go on ahead and change into something cleaner real quick, and I'll wait here for you. Sound good?" he suggested, placing his hand-paws inside of his pockets as the rabbit nods a couple times towards him. She turns around and began walking to her bedroom door, which was located just a few yards to the left.

As the bunny opens her bedroom door and closes it behind her, the fox grabs his phone and began to notify the clan leader regarding his status as of now. The fox made sure to let the clan leader know he would be bringing Jenny with her for reasons he would explain when he got there. By the time he pressed the send button, his ears flicker to the sound of her bedroom door opening, the rabbit stepping out of the bedroom in nothing but a fresh pair of clothing. And holy hell was it a wonderful sight to witness.

The clothing she wore genuinely caught the vulpine's interest, and was something he never exactly expected her to wear. A red off shoulder top covered her torso tightly to the point where the top shaped her DD-cup breasts noticeably, with long sleeves covering her arms from the breast line down. Her skintight black leather pants covered her waist down to the bottom of the ankles, the rise of her pants being low enough to show a bit of her toned stomach. The leg openings of per pants were tucked into her black open toe boots, which the boots themselves were a bit taller than ankle high boots. If one word could describe how she looked, _**stunning**_ would be that word. Matt couldn't help but blush at the sight before snapping his attention towards a jacket in her possession.

"Here, this belongs to you", Jenny said to the fox, the male looking at his hoodie for a moment before gently grabbing it, placing it over his left should and held it with the corresponding hand-paw. "I appreciate you lending it to me", she added, the fox giving a soft nod to her before turning towards the door.

"C'mon, lets get going", Matt suggested before grabbing the doorknob and twisting it to the left, opening the door and holding it open for the female. The rabbit nods towards the fox with a thankful gesture before walking out of the house, with Matt following behind. Matt locks the doorknob and closes the door behind him, both of them heading downstairs and towards the fox's car below. Grabbing his keys from his pocket and pressing the unlock button on the key, the fox opens the driver's side door while the bunny opens the passenger's side door. Now was the time to get going! The fox buckles himself in and places the ignition into the slot, the bunny doing the same as the fox turns the key forward as a loud roar of the engine signaling its ready for use. Pulling out of the driveway and turning towards the right, the two began driving towards the destination with haste, the sounds of tires occupying the silence of the environment around them.


End file.
